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CIRCUMSTANCES ALTER CASES! 


British Lion:—Well, Pll be blowed if that greedy Yankee Eagle hain’t trying to spread himself all over Hamerica !’ 
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STAMPS OR NO STAMPS, 
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No. 24 contains Those Overcoats,” a clever story bY 
Sulian Magnus; ‘A D.ubtful Case,” a most interesting 
bit of fiction; a pretty little “Summer Story;” ‘An 
Adventure on the Ice,” one of Arthur Lot's most delight- 
ful tales; the concluding chapters of “Bent, Not 
Broken,” which close a novel of original strength and 
finely realistic portrayal of the lights and shades of col- 
lege-life; and a rather short installment of “ Faith,” 
which interesting serial is sacrificed to a powerful narra- 
tive of some length, entitled “The Only Man in the 
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Cartoons AND COMMENTS. 

Beauty! 

Father Gander’s Melodies. 

PUCKERINGS. 

New—R. K. M. 

A Railway Episo’e—poem—Eliot Ryder. 

Hands Off!—illustrated. 

Vax, 

Practical and Politic. 

**In Hock Signor Winces’’—Jade Oyle. 

A Journalistic Amenity—Puck’s Compliments to 
Punch—illustrated. 

A Model Boarding-House—R. K. Munkittr:ck. 

The Question of the Hour—illustrated. 

Puck in Siam—A Letter from our Consul. 

AMUSEMENTS. 

ANSWERS FOR THE ANXIOUS. 

FirzNoopie 1n AMERICA—No. CCX. 

Sitting Bull’s Art—W. 

Meat and Drink—poem—Eliot Ryder. 

Encouragement to Ed tors—illustrated. 

Marriep Miser1rxs—No. XXX.—Arthur Lot. 

Social Types - illustrated. 

Puck’s EXCHANGES. 

The Cream-Cake. 


CARTOONS AND COMMENTS. 


LEASE don’t! Please don’t send us any 
sie more manuscripts. We dont want them. 
The price of paper-stock is low, and we 

have more stamps than we can use in six 
months. Not that we greatly object to taking 
in a few more stamps; but we do not wish you 
to send any more MS.with them. Do we read 
articles sent us? Well, dear reader, in our 
springtide of youth and innocence we did; but 
we don’t any longer. Perhaps you would n’t, 
either, if you had suffered for five years from 
the tender approaches of the amateur cartoon- 
suggester; the Spring poet; the man with the 
pre-Raphaelite puns and the rest of the terro 
who use the mails to torture us, 








If you must send us things, send us ulsters 
and rubbers and umbrellas and canned vege- 
tables and Blue Grass stimulant and orders for 
coal and kindling-wood. We can poet for our- 
selves, thank you; and we can buy all the 
tired out-old puns that we don’t want at ten 
cents a string from the man who sells peanuts 
on the corner. No, we don’t need any sugges- 
tions for cartoons representing all the stock fig- 
uresin politics standing around loose in various 
attitudes, with placards on them and something 
or other in the distance. And we have some- 
thing else to do beside sitting down and an- 
swering inquiries on postal-cards. Our time is 
fully occupied in dissecting the men who drop 
in to tell us how this paper ought to be run. 


* 
* * 


The British lion is on the roar again. The 
welfare of the world is what is troubling him. 
He is afraid that this government is not capable 
of giving sufficient guarantees of the neutrality 
of a Central American canal. ° He is really 
troubled in his benevolent old mind. “I'ma 
peaceable old insect,’’ he growls: ‘*7 never want 
more than my share of the territory of this globe. 
/ never interfere with the rights of foreign na- 
tions, I’m a home-body, 7am. It really shocks 
me to see a republican eagle exhibit these grasp- 
ing and selfish tendencies, Just let me get my 
paw in that canal, will you ??? Then a few mild 
representations are made to him, and he lifts 
up a moan of horror. ‘What’s that you’re say- 
ing about Afghanistan and Canada and Zulu- 
land and the Transvaal? Oh, that’s altogether 
different, you know—niggers and that sort of 
thing. I was only doing my duty by them in 
taking them under my fatherly protection. 
There’s nothing grasping about me. Say, you 
don’t want that canal all to yourself, do you ?”” 
All of which is respectfully submitted in evi- 
dence of the fact that circumstances are occa- 
sionally believed to alter cases, 

* ° * - 

It is as well to admit it—we are not a mod- 
est people. We do not hide our light under 
a bushel when we think we have done anything 
that the world ought to hearof. And the world 
usually does hear of it, and gives us praise ac- 
cordingly, We take the praise as a matter of 
course, It flatters our vanity a little, but other- 
wise it does not affect us much, because we 
know we are a smart people, and have done a 
good thing, and are not ashamed to proclaim 
the fact from the house-tops. We have done a 
large amount of tall talking with reference to 
our Fire Department, and, perhaps, with justice. 
We never tire of exhibiting to distinguished 
foreigners its admirable discipline. 

# 
* * 

The time for harnessing up and getting the 
engine out of the house and reaching the fire, 
has been reduced to a few seconds, ‘The engines 





The annexed is a 
picture of a dog. If 
he had horns, he would 
look like a goat. He 
seems to have his mouth 
open, as though yearn- 
ing for the trousers of 
the crepuscular Romeo. 
But he is not; nor is 
he getting off his «hon- 
est bark,” because he 
can’t connect with a 
beef-steak. He is sim- 
ply crazy, because his 
owner stopped scratch- 
ing his head with a 
hoe-handle, to read 
Puck’s ANNUAL for 
1882, for which this is an advertisement. It is not a 
reading notice for St. Swithin’s Balm, or anything else 
that is warranted to make whiskers yrow on the spur of 
the moment. It is simply a notice for PucK’s ANNUAL 
for 1882, which is now in its third edition. 








look so bright, the firemen are so brave and 
daring, so picturesque and martial in appear- 
ance, that we feel proud and exhilarated when 
we see them at work. What military pageants, 
reviews and battles are to some European 
nations our Fire Department is to us. We take 
all the glory and self-satisfaction possible out 
of it. And yet, with all these fine arrangements 
for extinguishing fire, there is, in the course of 
a year, more property destroyed, and greater 
loss of life, in New York than in larger cities 
that have only primitive methods, or an indif- 
ferently organized Fire Department. 
- 
* * 

This state of things does not arise, then, from 
lack of skill, intelligence or ability on the 
part of our firemen, but from the incorrigible 
unwisdom and recklessness of our builders. 
The buildings in the city absolutely invite de- 
struction by fire, and the question is forced 
upon us as to whether it is better to have pro- 
perly-constructed buildings and a bad Fire De- 
partment, or stores, offices and dwelling-houses 
little better than tinder-boxes, and an efficient 
corps of firemen, The destruction of the Pot- 
ter rookery, with the cruel loss of life, ought to 
draw public attention pretty strongly to the 
risk that thousands are running daily, who have 
to spend a great part of their time in these 
tower-like death-trap edifices. To be on the 
fourth or fifth floor of ane of these places is 
almost as dangerous as traveling on the “L”’ 
roads on the happy-go-lucky “ blockless’’ sys- 
tem; but without the advantage of having one’s 
fears laughed away by that colossal military 
humorist and efficient superintendent, Mr. F. 
K, Hain, whose wonderful precautions for safety 
on the road we hear so much about. 

* ” * 

If land on Manhattan Island is so valuable 
that its owners must erect huge buildings in 
order to derive an income from their property, 
it is at least reasonable to ask that there be, in 
case of fire, some way of escape for the unfor- 
tunate inmates. The means at present at the 
disposal of our firemen are quite inadequate 
either to extinguish the flames or save life. The 
streams of water can only be sent a certain 
height, and it is obviously impossible to carry 
about ladders as high as the spire of Trinity 
Church. The means for putting out a fire and 
saving life in these lofty piles ought to be in the 
building itself, as suggested in our centre car- 
toon ‘They would not improve its appearance 
eesthetically or architecturally, but it would im- 
prove the dividends of the insurance companies 
and liniit the supply of widews and orphans. 
Of course it is a fancy sketch, but it is not so 
fancy that it may not offer ford for reflection 
to people who see no fun in haring their pro- 
perty destroyed or their friends and relatives 
roasted alive. Here is our patent safety-build- 
ing, where, at the first signs of fire, everybody 
can walk out of it as if nothing had hanpened, 
and the flow of water would soon put ort the 


flames. 
* 
* * 


Let them go ahead; we can’t prevent them. 
Monopoly is King. Hurrah for Monopoly! 
‘Cut up the world, gentlemen, into shares to 
please yourselves. The law can’t interfere with 
you; besides, you are far, far above the law.’’ 
When the time comes that it will be necessary 
to get a permit from Messrs. Vanderbilt, Sage, 
Gould and Field to reside on any part of the 
earth, we doubt if they will allow us to publish 
Puck, to punish us for the ugly things we say 
about them. Until then, however, we shall con- 
tent ourselves by presenting the portraits of 
these gentlemen in such attitudes as will convey 
some idea of the manner in which they succeed 
in killing time. 
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BEAUTY! 


APPLICATIONS FOR THE BARNUM PRIZE. 
INTERESTING EPISTLES. 








Characteristic Communications from 
the Superlatively Beautiful of 
Both Sexes. 





PUCK’S PRIVATE PEEP AT THE LETTERS OF 
THE LOVELY. 


All for 10 Cents. 








Mr. Phineas T. Barnum has labored strenu- 
ously to impress upon the mind of the public 
at large that he has offered a prize of $20,000 
for the most beautiful man and the most beauti- 
ful woman in America, and it is only fair to 
say that he has succeeded, to a certain extent. 
Many letters from confident applicants for the 
prize have been published by our Esteemed 
Contemporaries of the daily press; but, through 
the courtesy of Mr. Barnum, Puck is enabled 
to bring to light a number vastly more interest- 
ing and important than have yet been shown 
to the world. The following are the letters of 
the best known competitors for the prize. 





CueEops, Egypt, \ 
January 2nd, 1882. 
Mr. Barnum—Dear Sir: 

I write you from the Pyramids, the home of 
my childhood. I can recollect when I left here 
with my father to visit Sophocles, just prior to 
the presentation on any stage of his justly fa- 
mous production known as “ Electra.’’ I re- 
member the night well; but I wish to call your 
attention to the photograph of myself which I 
inclose, and which is a very poor picture of me. 
If I get a fair chance, 1 fancy I shall appre- 
hend the bun—if I may talk poetry to you. I 
don’t yearn for a cent, but I am going in for 
your prize just the same, and I trust my pic- 
ture will yank it. Yours always, 

S-s-n B, ANTH-NY. 





CHATAUQUA, 
January 28th, 1882, 
P. T. Barnum, Esq.—Dear Sir: 

Although you may know me, and not be en- 
tirely unacquainted with my style of beauty, 
yet I send you my photograph, which does not 
half do me justice. It was taken last summer 
by a man whose gallery was located under a 
tree beside a hurdy-gurdy. He used to saw 
wood on cloudy days, and assist the village 
undertaker on Sundays, That kind of man, 
you know, does not turn out first-class work; 
but wait till 1 have my swell pictures taken— 
then you shall see how I look in my Elizabethan 
ruff and bangles—with my hair kept in place 
by an ivory back-comb, But I think I can 
take your prize with the one I inclose, 

Yours, etc., N-ckK SM-TH. 





New York, 
February 6th, 1882. 
P. T. Barnum, Esq.—Dear Sir: 

Perhaps I am not beautiful according to con- 
ventional standards; but you just ought tosee my 
new trousers. They are too sweet for anything. 
As I goalong the street, even the small boys cry 
out: “Look at them pants!’’ If that is nota 
tribute to distinguished beauty, I do not know 
what is. The trousers and I go together. You 
need not pay an extra prize for the trousers. I 
have long flowing ringlets, and they are striped, 
with spring bottoms—lI refer to the trousers. If 
{ take the prize—and of course I shall—I shall 
require you to furnish an iron cage to protect 
me from the too demonstrative endearments of 


the populace. The inclosed photograph is bad; 
but it gives you a faint idea of the transcendent 
glory of my trousers. Yours, 
Dr. M-Ry W-LE-R. 
New York, } 
January 25th, 1882. 
Mr. Barnum—Dear Sir: 

I have lived ninety years, and know what I 
am talking about. . I have been in glue a long 
while, and I’m going to stick there, if I can. 
Barring my air-cushion, I think I am a sort of 
Adonis on the half-shell. The picture I inclose 
looks a little like me, but not much, If I get 
your prize, I won’t run for President any more. 

Yours, etc., 
P-T-R C—P-R. 





WAUWAUKEESHEEGAN, Mich., 
February 4th, 1882. 
Mr. Barnum—Dear Sir: 

1 have wrote you because I wish for ‘you to 
see how my beauty slops over into my writing. 
I would have went, myself; but the chores 
around the house is unusual heavy this season, 
and the Muse is likewise biling. I have just 
throwed off some poetry, which I send you 
along with my photograph. The photograph 
are beautiful, but it do not do me jus ice. Here 
is my poetry: 

When I was but a little girl, 
I had a taste for verses, 
I tumbled into poetry natural, 
Like beats grows, or mangel-wurzel. 
Please send me the prize by express. 
Yours, 
THE SWEET SINGER OF MICHIGAN. 





NEw YorK, 
February 7th, a 
P, T. Barnum, Esq.—Dear Sir: 

I inclose you the too utterly faint tin-type 
which vaguely and after its poor and unes- 
thetic fashion strives to represent the consum 
mate glory of my beauty. I do not care for 
the base dross of your prize; what I seek is a 
pure and supremely beautiful transfiguration of 
fame. I do not object to riding on an elephant, 
if it isa white elephant. But it must be very 
white—utterly and wholly white. I must also 
demand that you supply me with two attend- 
ants—one to read Rossetti to me, and the other 
to quote Keats. I must also have a fresh sun- 
flower and half-a-pound of gumdrops every 
day. Let me hear from you supremely quick. 

Osc-R W-LDE. 








FATHER GANDER’S 
MELODIES. 





a Larger Growth. 








La-DY-PA 4 
fouNs MAN 





Beecher, preacher, pudding and pie, 
Kissed the young girls on the sly ; 
And when the girls began to cry, 

| Beecher, preacher, says; “ "T'wasn’t I.” 





Puck's Special Edition for Children of 





Purkerings. 


SONG OF THE HARVARD STUDENTs.—“ Sixty 
busted Bunthornes we; busted all by Oscar 
Wilde!”’ 





WE Hope “ Walton ambition,’’ in the matter 
of street-cleaning, will not o’erleap itself. 





THE QUESTION of the day is not only: “ Are 
your windows open toward Jerusalem ?’’ but: 
are they provided with fire-escapes ? 





THERE Is a fortune for the man who will in- 
vent a Babcock-extinguisher hat, for the use of 
dwellers in “fire-proof’’ buildings. 





THE DEADLOCK at Albany is at last broken. 
We wish, for the sake of this City and State, we 
could say the same of some of the Assembly- 
men’s heads and necks. 





SoME OF these owners of large and highly 
combustible buildings will some day wish that 
either they or their property had been con- 
structed on a fire-proof plan. 





SHINKEL, THE Cornell oarsman, is captain of 
a Chicago boat-crew. ‘lhe boat is being newly 
soled and heeled, the lady who wore it having 
had a bunion on her left big toe. 





THERE IS some objection on the part of Gui- 
teau’s friends to the exhibition of his body. 
Guiteau’s friends are right. The head alone 
will answer the purpose equally well. 





THE Sun deplores the number of vacant 
pulpits. We differ from the Sux, inasmuch as 
we are sad that there is a pulpit in Mr, Talmage’s 
Tabernacle that is apparently never vacant. 





Tue Irish Land League funds were, it ap- 
pears, not invested in the bankrupt Union 
Générale, d’ye moind, but in American se- 
curities. We have never had a high opinion of 
whiskey as a security. 





A SWINDLER Is on his rounds in Eastern Texas 
vaccinating negroes with beeswax. The only 
thing they are likely to catch is the hives; but 
our doctor tells us that varisella globularis is not 
a preventive of small-pox. 





THE ANNUAL convention of the New York 
Woman Suffrage Association was held last week. 
The question of the zsthetic decoration and 
coiling-up of back-hair was considered, and the 
price of sealskin sacques was denounced. 





Mr. ORLANDO B, PoTTer saysthat Mr. Jones, 
his next-door neighbor, “took a notion”’ to 
make Avs building fire-proof—Jones’s building. 
If Mr. Orlando B. Potter had been inoculated 
with some of Mr. Jones’s “ notion,’’ it would 
have been better for a good many widows and 
orphans to-day. 





Now wE know why Messrs. Jay Gould, Rus- 
sell Sage and Cyrus Field tried to make a little 
money out of the “L”’ roads, They wanted it 
for the Union Theological Seminary, of which 
they are firm supporters, Thus ‘he who is forced 
to give to Messrs. Gould, Sage and Field lendeth 
to the Union Theological Seminary. 





A SPIRITUAL MEDIUM has been kind enough 
to place us in communication with the shade 
of Sophocles. We asked a very simple ques- 
tion. We wished to know if the Athenian 
saloon-keeper, who had a lithograph of the 
“leading man’’ in his window, obtained two 
or four bill-board tickets a month for the theatre 
during the run of ‘‘ Gedipus ‘T'yrannus,”’ 
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NEW. 

One evening last week Mr. Honeystump gave 
a delightful reception, at which a number of 
literary people were present. It was like the 
average reception. Sculptors were denounced, 
poets were ridiculed, painters were made fun of, 
and successful people in general were pretty 
roughly handled by people who had never suc- 
ceeded in doing anything to gain them favor- 
able recognition. After this sort of thing had 
been kept up for some time, and the air was a 
series of buzzes that sounded like the murmur of 
a distant cascade, Mr. Honeystump called the 
company to order, and said: 

‘We have with us to-night a number of pro- 
fessional people, who have kindly consented to 
perform for your edification and amusement. 
(Applause.) Many of these people have come 
from great distances, and are not amateurs. 
(Hear! hear!) I have now the pleasure to intro- 
duce Mr. Stark, the swell plumber of Bangor.”’ 

Mr. Stark arose, and bowed in acknowledge- 
ment of the lusty applause which greeted him. 
‘Then he said: 

‘* Ladies and gentlemen, I shall now perform 
for you the champion trick of my profession. 
I shall take down the chandelier, burst a pipe, 
restore everything to a state of perfection, and 
present a bill inside of five minutes.’’ 

After the time-keeper gave the word, Mr. 
Stark whipped a pair of pincers out of his 
pocket, jumped on the table, and, with one 
wrench, jerked the pipe out of the ceiling, broke 
it across his knee, straightened it, put it back 
in its place, and then pulled a blank from his 
pocket, and made out a bill for five hundred 
dollars, which he presented to the proprietor. 

The time-keeper then said: 

“Ladies and gentlemen, Mr. Stark has per- 
formed his great feat in the unprecedented time 
of four minutes and ten seconds.”’ 

‘The applause which greeted this announce- 
ment was deafening, and it was many minutes 
before it died out; but when it did, Mr. Honey- 
stump, completely overcome by the appreciation 
of his company, said, with a sweet, far-away 
smile: 

‘I have now the honor to introduce Mr. 
Holcomb, who will measure me for a suit of 
clothes,’ 

Mr. Holcomb bowed with professional dig- 
nity, and walked up to Mr. Honeystump with a 
tape-measure in his hand. ‘Then Holcomb’s 
assistant sat down at a table with a pencil and 
paper, and yelled loudly: 

*¢ All right!’ 





been induced to exhibit it. But he couldn’t 
be; and, after he had jumped on the table and 
upset a vase of flowers on the floor, he man- 
aged to escape to the street, where he remained 
until morning. 

After this a well-known burglar regaled the 
company by showing how windows are opened 
noiselessly, and the manner in which he entered 
houses at the dead of night without disturbing 
any of the inmates, His acting proved highly 
interesting, especially to a young man who was 
an errand-boy in a bank, but who was full of 
hope and lovely visions. 

Then various other professionals exhibited 
their skill, and the reception broke up. One 
man in the party did not seem to understand 
the scheme, and he called upon Mr. Honey- 
stump for an explanation. 

“It is simply this,’’ said Mr, Honeystump: 
‘whenever a poet goes to a reception he is ex- 
pected to read a poem; whenever a journalist 
is present, he is asked to make a speech, while 
elocutionists are invariably requested to exhibit 
their skill. Now, I don’t see why other profes- 
sionals are not allowed to advertise themselves. 
If a poet is tortured into reading an original 
piece, and a composer is compelled to play on 
the piano or sing against his will, I don’t see 
why a slaughter-house man, if one happens to 
be present, should not be called upon to kill a 
pig, or build sausages. Before long 1 am going 
to invite an undertaker to one of my receptions, 
and I shall have him edify, instruct and enter- 
tain the company by putting the cook on ice.”’ 

R. K. M. 








A RAILWAY EPISODE. 


The other day, while riding 
From the country to the city, 

I saw a fellow taken down 
In a way I thought was witty; 

I know you will agree with me, 
That it was very ‘* pretty.” 

The conductor came for tickets, 
And passed a person by, 

Whereat a wondering countryman 
Opened very wide his eye, 

And approached his fellow-passenger, 
Bound to know the reason why. 

*¢ Well, sir,” the city chap replied: 
*¢If you'd really like to know, 

I travel, sir, on my good looks.” 
The countryman said ‘* Sho!” 

And staring hard a moment, said: 
**T guess you hain’t got fur to go!” 

EuioT Ryper. 





VAX. 

Yes, he will be out of the hospital some time 
next week. We miss him very much. He was 
one of the best men in the office, and had ac- 
quired great facility in disposing of Spring 
poets. We trust he will be strong enough to 
resume his duties before the first violets blossom 
and the trailing arbutus trickles its perfumed 
coral over the frosty ground. 

What happenedtohim? Oh, nothingstrange. 
He was going along the street, and he saw a 
fellow-being about to slip under a horse-car. 
Grasping the fellow-being by the left arm, he 
jerked him to a place of safety upon the side- 
walk, Then, just as the consciousness of having 
done a noble deed lit a beautiful and compla- 
cent smile upon our young man’s features, he 
fell to the ground, his lofty dome of thought 
crushed in with a chunk of paving-stone, while 
the fellow-being who had wielded the missile of 
wrath stood over him and thundered: 

“You ’re the man who grabbed my vaccin- 
ated arm, are you ?”’ 





Oh, certainly, young Ensilage will be very 
happy to get a chance to clerk it at two dollars 
aweek. Orif he can’t clerk it, he will not 
object to take up the profession of car-con- 
ductor. And if he cannot be a car-conductor, 
perhaps he will apply for a position on Mr. 
Walton’s staff, and study the art of polishing 
Belgian pavement with a wooden broom, 

His prospects were very bright a few days ago; 
but there is a Pall of Gloom over them just at 
present. It is all because he has preserved too 
much of that beautiful freshness with which 
Nature endows us all at birth. It is a very 
beautiful thing to see a young man whose moral 
character is unsullied by the polluting influences 
of this wicked world; but there is such a thing 
as being too fresh. 

This excellent young man saw his dear old 
millionaire grandfather walking slowly and 
feebly down Fifth Avenue, and he hurried after 
him and came up behind him, and slipped his 
strong arm within the old gentleman’s feeble 
jib-boom, and said: ‘‘ Dear Grandfather, let 
me assist your tottering steps.” 

When he heard his Dear Grandfather brace 
up and say sulphur-trimmed words, and saw 
his Dear Grandfather hop around in a very 
active and vivacious way for an ased person, 
he explained that he did not know that his 
Dear Grandfather was vaccinated on that arm; 
but it was Too Late; and 
young Ensilage thinks that 





Mr. Holcomb, as he put 
the tape-measure on vari- 
ous portions of the Honey- 
stump Boye Pyorny 

“3834, 19, 2714, 224, 
31, 1134, 3634, 14%, 16, 
22, 25, 2734,” etc. 

When he had finished 
he bowed and retired, the 
people shouting like an 
excited crowd running to 
a fire. 

‘‘Now,’’ said Honey- 
stump, rubbing his hands 
and smiling pleasantly: 
‘* one of New Jersey’s em- 


HANDS OFF! 





there is much sadness in 
those simple words, for the 
dear old gentleman has 
torn up his will, and is now 
building another which 
leaves all his money to the 
Home for Young But In- 
curable Idiots, The old 
man says he is determined 
to take care of his grand- 
son, 





Why does our friend 
Jones dine at the seventy- 
five-cent table-d’-héte res- 
taurant? Perhaps you im- 
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inent physicians will vac- 
cinate my family and look 
at the tongue of the old 


agine it is because he likes 
fried cat. 
No, you have not ex- 
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house-dog.”’ 

Dr. Mead then proceed- 
ed to vaccinate the family, 
which he did in a very 
short space of time, and 
would have followed this 
feat by looking at the old 
house-dog’s tongue, if the 
dog could possibly have 








THE ONLY Way To Avorn UNPLEASAN’T COLLISIONS DURING A SMALL-POX SCARE. 


actly grasped the situat- 
ion, It was Jones who 
grasped the situation. 

The situation was the 
situation of the vaccine 
puncture on his baby’s 
arm, 

Jones came home one 
evening in a tender and 
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domestic mood. He was brimming over with 
domesticity. He said to his infant son: 

“ Come hither, pretty one.’’ 

The infant did not go thither. It was chew- 
ing red blocks in the middle of the parlor 
carpet, and it only said ‘‘ Ga-ga,’’ and by its 
manner implied a profound disregard for the 
paternal blandishments. 

Jones reached out for the infant to lure it to 
his arms, and caught it just by the vaccinated 
place, and husked off a most promising cicatrix. 
Then the infant wept, and the voice of its lam- 
entation was heard even unto the fourth and 
fifth story, and Mrs, Jones came down and made 
along and convincing address, at the end of 
which the audience moved an adjournment 
without the usual formality of a vote of thanks, 
and the meeting dispersed. 

That is why Jones is eating snaky macaroni 
in an Italian restaurant and wondering why his 
wife called him an inhuman brute without the 
natural feelings of a father. 





You do not understand why this nice young 
gentleman wears a $1.25 plated fob-chain and 
buckle and a look of consuming anxiety? It 
is very simple. He is rustling around for a new 
girl. Do you ask what has become of the old 
one? Nothing has become of her. She is just 
where she was. Only the young man is not 
there any longer. 

But he was there last Saturday night? Of 
course he was. He was there, and there was a 
package of caramels with him. He put his hat 
and his coat and his cane with the hammered- 
silver head on a chair close by the door, so that 
if the door opened they would fall down and 
make a clatter, and then he sat down on the 
sofa by the young lady with the cherry lips and 
hair. Was there anything unnatural in that? 
Does that sort of thing generally produce a 
moral earthquake? Oh, no, we do not much 
believe it does. Experience has not taught us 
anything of the kind, and we have given Ex- 
perience a good chance, 

Then he felt in his pocket for the caramels, 
and he rapidly ran over in his mind the main 
points of a very eloquent and richly ornamented 
poetic speech which he had had composed for 
him by a man who had had long’ practice in 
writing verses for twenty-five and thirty-cent 
valentines. It was a glowing speech, and com- 
pared the caramels and the girl, to the advan- 
tage of the girl, although there was incidentally 





a good notice for the caramels, He did not 
want her to look too cheaply on his gift. 

When he had got the speech right, fore and 
aft, he started off, and took the opportunity 
afforded by the first comma to slip his arm 
around her and fold her in a loving half-section 
embrace. He cannot clearly demonstrate even 
now how it happened; but he is perfectly will- 
ing to stake his blue-cloth-top gaiters on the 


assertion that the left wing of that half-section. 


was pre-empted by a vaccination volcano, and 
7 thinks the explosion occurred just about 
then, 

You are surprised to see that he is going 
down Twenty-sixth Street. No, he is not go- 
ing to jump into the East River. He is seek- 
ing the Pavilion at Bellevue Hospital to find a 
gitlgwho has had the small-pox, and is superior 
to vaccination. 








PRACTICAL AND POLITIC. 


It 1s noble of Mr. Blaine to seek to protect 
the South American Republics from the com- 
mercial assaults of Great Britain and other na- 
tions; but it would yet be nobler on the part 
of Mr. Blaine if he’d help to provide us with a 
navy to protect what little trade we have, and 
enable us to bite as well as bark. 








“IN HOCK SIGNOR WINCES,” 





Or words to that effect. It may be that my 
Latin is a little off, or mayhap my memory has 
gone back on me; however, that’s neither 
hither nor yonder, I’ve struck it—the burden 
of my dreams by day, the tenor of my thoughts 
by night—and here it is: 

If “ V. Hugo D.’’ has absorbed the entire 
loan that the Muses put afloat, why should not 
I shine resplendent as the exponent of the 
soberer side of literature? I will; and my deep, 
unfathomable scheme is this: 

I propose to become a wholesale novelist, as 
it were, to furnish the rapacious multitude who 
dwell between the awful Preface and thankful 
Finis of sundry trashy novels with something 
of a more varied order, and, through the sub- 
sidization of Puck, I intend to give specimen 
pages, the completion to be according to the 
taste of the purchaser of the sample. ‘To illus- 
trate, for instance: 





‘“‘ Theodora blushed, and nervously scattered 
the petals from a splendid Baron Provost rose 
on the Persian rug at her feet, Barnette gazed 
long and earnestly into her downcast eyes, and 
in a voice of severest love, exclaimed: 

‘ Nay, sweet girl, wilt thou not answer me? 
Take from my heart the heavy burden that op- 
presses me, and, by all the stars that glint athwart 
yonder dipper, thou wilt ne’er have regret!’ 

Theodora slowly but surely raised her droop- 
ing eyes to his, and, when she had gotten a 
focus, replied in a voice whose melody surpassed 
the blue-bird perched on a limb ‘neath her 
window: 

‘ 999 


Ha! that’s it. What did she replyP Why, 
somebody selects and pays for the above sam- 
ple, and thereby gains the sole and indisputable 
privilege of having Theodora speak to suit his 
or her desire. See? 

Or again: 

«Thou liest! When ’neath the ancestral oaks 
that shade me father’s village smithy thou didst 
pawn thy love to me, Alexis McDuff, thou didst 
promise that naught save the grim skeleton who 
goes around with a sample of patent scythes 
should come between us—and now, witha mien 
as humble and cringing as a starved hound-pup 
in the presence of a bone, thou prayest re- 
lease— 

‘ Biddelia! —’ 

‘Not a word. Thou knowest my tongue 
forks not, and therefore stings thee with its 
bitter truth.’ 

‘ Biddelia, I would—’ 

‘SHuT up. I know thou lovest Mary Anne 
Pettigrew, the wealthy Italian organist’s daugh- 
ter; but before I would see you mashed by her 
I would wrench thy tongue from its socket, 
pluck out thy cat-eyes, and hear thee beg for 
picnic-lemonade in vain—’ 

‘ Biddelia, by all that’s lovable, I swear that 
I never—’ ”’ 

Never what? As somebody said before, 
“there’s the rub.”? ‘The buyer can solve the 
riddle; and with the solemn assurance that 
‘‘Never’’ has no connection with anything 
operatic. 

Here I rest my case, and my aching, throb- 
bing brow; and Puck is authorized to take 
orders at list prices, which are net cash, or 
thirty-day note, payable to your own order. 

The public’s humble servant, 
JADE OyLeE, 








A JOURNALISTIC AMENITY—PUCK’S COMPLIMENTS TO PUNCH. 


If there is one thing which we 
wish to impress upon our readers, 
it is that there is nothing mean 
about us. We have only one desire 
in life, and that is to make things 
pleasant for everybody around us. 
We are only too glad to perform. 
noble acts of beneficence, regard- 
less of cost. 

That is the reason why we are 
doing this little favor for our E. C. 
the London Punch, We are even 
willing to stretch a point—several 
points, indeed; half the compass, 
if necessary - and call our transat- 
lantic contemporary a colleague in 
the humorous line, just to have an 
excuse for this act of kindness. 

As our readers willsee, we reprint 
the cartoon for which the London 
Punch was recently confiscated in 
Berlin, The cartoon is a good one, 
It has not the advantage of being 
an iridescent chromo, like ours; 
but it is a very interesting cartoon, 
and appears to have had sufficient 





THE OLD “BUSINESS,” 


artistic merit to have attracted the 
attention of Emperor Wilhelm. 

We reprint it so as to give it an- 
other chance of getting into Ber- 
lin, It is barely possible that it may 
escape the vigilance of the exami- 
ners. If it does, our friend the Lon- 
don Punch will undoubtedly be 
pleased. 

There is another person whom 
we wish to please. ‘That is a gentle, 
generous-souled old lover of liberty 
by the name of Bismarck. It will 
please him very much if this picture 
is circulated in Berlin. He has the 
gout; but we think he will get up 
and move around and commend 
the police-officials for their vigil- 
ance, and generally make things 
bright and cheerful in Berlin. Then 
the police-officials will be pleased, 








CATCH HOLD OF THIS, OLD ’UN!!”—FPunch. 


too; and it will be very jolly all 
around. 

How nice it is to be a benevolent- 
minded paper and do kind things 
like this! 
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A MODEL BOARDING-HOUSE. 


‘“‘Do you like your new boarding-house ?”’ 

The speaker was a tall, intelligent-looking 
young man in a checked ulster, with a huge 
buckle behind. Probably the snows of twenty- 
five winters had howled and drifted along the 
highway of his young life. His companion 
wore a plug hat, and a collar whose ends stood 
up like the ears of a greyhound. He was try- 
ing pretty hard to work a point on a moustache 
that looked as though it was taken out of the 
hot-house too early, and had not the vitality to 
withstand the rigors of even a mild winter. 

“‘It is the best place I have found yet. We 
have poultry every day.’’ 

‘¢T should think that would be tiresome.’’ 

“It zs, when you happen to strike an ante 
bellum hen, which we do almost every day; but 
I will explain it toyou. The man that keeps the 
place is a feather-dealer—he makes dusters, 
hat-plumes and feather-beds—therefore poultry 
is double stock-in-trade.”’ , 

“I suppose if you boarded with a manufac- 
turer of dogskin gloves you would be fed prin- 
cipally on sausage and mutton-pies.’’ 

‘‘ Not at the place where I am now; because 
it has a reputation, and is known as the model 
boarding-house. You see, the house is owned 
by the owner, who leases it to a man who rents 
it to the husband of a German woman from 
Ocean Grove. She hires the furniture from a 
Pole, who resides in Hunter’s Point, and sub- 
lets it to a.diminutive Spaniard, who manufac- 
tures noodles for tie great-grandson of a Norse 
marquis, whose half-brother made quite a Rus- 
sian reputation by inventing boot-heels that 
wouldn’t run over, over, over a mile without 
stopping. ‘The house is brown-stone and —”’ 

‘Do you think I’m a fool, to believe any such 
nonsense as that ?”’ replied the man with the 
faint moustache, whacking the other’s hat down 
over his eyes. 

The man from the model boarding-house 
grabbed his adversary by the neck, and the 
pair rolled around the horse-car in pretty lively 





a policeman, who wanted to know what was the 
matter, 

“‘ He was trying to make a fool of me,’’ said 
the man with the weak moustache: ‘‘and I re- 
sented the insult for all I was worth,”’ 

**T wasn’t making a fool of him at all,’’ said 
the other to the policeman: “He asked me to 
explain the model boarding-house where I live, 
and I said: ‘ You see, the house is owned by the 
owner, who leases it to a man who rents it to 
the husband of a German woman from Ocean 
Grove. She hires the furniture from a Pole, 
who resides in Hunter’s Point, and sub-lets it 
to a diminutive Spaniard, who manufactures 
noodles for the great-grandson of a Norse 
marquis, whose half-brother made quite a Rus- 
sian reputation by inventing boot-heels that 
wouldn’t run over, over, over a mile without 
stopping. ‘The house is brown-stone and—’ 
That is every word I uttered; and then he 
whacked my hat over my eyes, and I clinched 
with him, and we rolled around on the floor, 
and the conductor called you, and you sepa- 
rated us, and said: ‘ What’s the matter?? Then 
my friend said: ‘ He was trying to make a fool 
of me, and I resented the insult for all I was 
worth.” ‘Then I said: ‘I wasn’t making a fool 
of him at all. He asked me to explain the 
model boarding-house where I live, and I said: 
‘You see, the house is owned by the owner, who 
leases it to a man who rents it to the husband 
of a German woman from Ocean Grove—’”’ 

“You said all that once before!’ growled 
the policeman, savagely; and they, being un- 
able to explain it to his satisfaction, were ar- 
rested and taken triumphantly to the station- 
house, and on the following morning were 
brought before the judge. The policeman said 
they had been disturbing the peace by fighting. 
The judge looked very wise, and wanted the 
facts without any poetry. After the man who 
couldn’ t raise a moustache had told his side of 
the story, the man from the model boarding- 
house remarked: 

‘** He asked me to explain the model board- 
ing-house where | live, and I said: ‘ You see, 


style for some time, when the conductor called | the house is owned by the owner, who leases it 








THE QUESTION OF THE HOUR. 





(A New Version of an Old Story.) 





ARTHUR:—“ BIsMALLAH! How sHALL I EVER GET THAT SPIRIT INTO THIS BOTTLE?” 





to a man who rents it to the husband of a Ger- 
man woman from Ocean Grove. She hires the 
furniture from a Pole, who resides in Hunter's 
Point, and sub-lets it to a diminutive Spaniard, 
who manufactures noodles for the great-grand- 
son of a Norse marquis, whose half-brother 
made quite a Russian reputation by inventing 
boot-heels that wouldn’t run over, over, over a 
mile without stopping. The house is brown- 
stone, and—’ That is every word I uttered; and 
then he whacked my hat over my eyes, and I 
clinched with him, and we rolled around on 
the floor. The conductor called a policeman, 
who said: ‘ What’s the matter?’ Then my friend 
said: ‘He was trying to make a fool of me, and 
I resented the insult for all 1 was worth—’ ”’ 

“Are you worth ten dollars?’’ interrupted 
the judge. 

“Tam; but let me tell the story: 

“Then I said to the policeman: ‘I wasn’t 
making a fool of him at all. He asked me to 
explain the model boarding-house where | live, 
and I said: ‘ You see, the house is owned by the 
owner, who leases it to a man who rents it to 
the husband of a German woman from Ocean 
Grove.’ Then the policeman remarked: ‘ You 
have said that once before.’ Then he arrested 
us and brought us here before you, and you 
asked for the facts, which I have given you.’ ”’ 

Then the judge said: 

‘*You had better give me ten dollars, or else 
Pll give you ten days.’’ 

He handed out the money, and was set at 
liberty. 

Before he had‘ been out two hours, a friend 
met him, and inquired: 

‘* How did you come to be arrested? I saw 
your name in the paper this morning.’’ 

“Tt was this way. I was riding on a car with 
a friend, and we talked about boarding-houses. 
I told him I was at the model boarding-house, 
which I defined as fo!lows: 

“** Vou see, the house is owned by the owner, 
who leases it to a man who rents it to the hus- 
band of a Germin woman from Ocean Grove. 
She hires the furniture from a Pole, who resides 
in Hunter’s Point, and sub-lets it to a diminutive 
Spaniard, who manufactures noodles for the 
great-grandson of a Norse marquis, whose half- 
brother made quite a Russian reputation by in- 
venting boot-heels that wouldn’t run over, over, 
over a mile without stopping. The house is 
brown-stone and—’ 

“Then he said: ‘ Do you think I’m a fool, to 
believe any such story as that ?” and he whacked 
my hat over my eyes. I clinched with him, and 
the conductor called a policeman, who wanted 
to know what was the matter. The other fellow 
said: ‘ He was trying to make a fool of me, ahd 
I resented the insult for all I was worth.’ 

“Then we were arrested, and the judge wanted 
the whole story. I told him how 1 met this 
man, afd how, when he asked me about the 
model boarding-house, I told him, as well as 
the policeman when he arrested us, that, ‘ You 
see, the house is owned by the owner, who 
leases it to a man who rents it to the husband 
of a German woman from Ocean Grove. She 
hires the furniture from a Pole, who resides in 
Hunter’s Point, and sub-lets it to a diminutive 
Spaniard, who manufactures noodles for the 
great-grandson of a Norse marquis, whose half- 
brother made quite a Russian reputation by 
inventing boot-heels that wouldn’t run over, 
over, Over a mile without stopping. The house 
is brown-stone, and—’ 

‘Then the judge fined me ten dollars, and I 
left only to meet you and tell the story. Good- 
day.”’ 

Then another man stepped up and said: 

“‘How did you come to be arrested last 
night ?”? 

he man from the model boarding-house 
simply fled for his life. 
R. K. McnkITTRICK 
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It is our pleasing duty 
to insert the annexed 
fac-simile of a letter re- 
ceived from U. S, Con- 
sul-General Torrey, at 
Bangkok, Siam, That 
Pucx should have found 
favor in the sight of 
His Majesty of Siam is 
indeed the one crown- 
ing triumph of our life. 

We knew that the en- 
lightened Kaiser Wil- 
helm read his Puck not 
only every morning be- 
fore breakfast, but im- 
mediately before encas- 
ing his imperial person 
in the imperial night- 
dress, Correspondents 
in Russia have also as- 
sured us that Puck is 
about the only thing 
that reconciles the Czar 
to being dynamited. 
From London we have 
heard repeatedly that 
Mrs. Victoria would at 
once resign in favor of 


PUCK IN SIAM.—A LETTER FROM OUR CONSUL 





Consulale-General of ihe United Staten 
BANGKOK, SIAM. 
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ous son, Mr. Albert, of 
Wales, were it not for 
the illuminated publica- 
tion, with its chunks of 
wisdom, which is issued 
every Wednesday from 
this office. But we never 
dreamt for a moment 
of climbing to such a 
dizzy pinnacle of fame 
as to be smiled ‘upon, 
consulted, and subscrib- 
ed for by the King of 
Siam, the lord of many 
white elephants, boss of 
a thousand umbrellas, 
first cousin to the sun 
and moon, and who is 
also on intimate terms 
with other heavenly 
bodies. If the King has 
a nice young high-step- 
ping white elephant on 
hand, he can ship it to 
us as five years’ sub- 
scription to Puck, and 
if the animal is saga- 
cious enough we will do 
our best to train it as a 





her intellectual and pi- 





spring poet. 








AMUSEMENTS. 





. Patience” is at the STANDARD, and the indications 
are that it will remain there until the crack of doom. 

‘The Money Spinner” will hold the stage at WAL- 
LACK’s until ‘‘ Youth” makes its bow to a New York 
public. 

‘*Manola; or, Blonde and Brunette,” by Lecocq, is 
now undergoing representation at HAVERLY’s FIFTH 
AVENUE THEATRE, 

‘* Odette” was played on Monday evening last at 
DALY’s THEATRE. We shall rise to make a few remarks 
thereon in next week’s PUCK. 

On Friday night the prince of American humorists, 
Robert J. Burdette, will deliver a lecture at ASSOCIATION 
HALL, called ‘‘ The Pilgrimage of the Funny Man.” 

Mr. G. H. Jessup’s ** Sam’l of Posen” has cast anchor 
in Brooklyn, at HAVERLY’s THEATRE, and Mr. M. B. 


Curtis is coining the usual amount of shekels under the | 


circumstances. 

Friday night was the thousandth or hundredth perform- 
ance, we forget which, of «« Esmeralda,” at the MADISON 
SQUARE THEATRE. Due notification will be given of the 
ten thousandth performance. 

In spite of some adverse criticism, ‘‘’The Colonel,” at 
ABBEY’s PARK THEATRE, draws crowded houses, and 
the subject which it is intended to vivisect writhes under 
the scarification it experiences. 

At HAVERLY’s FOURTEENTH STREET THEATRE Hav- 
erly’s ‘* Patience”? Company is enabling a large portion 


of the New York public to take in Mr. Gilbert’s views on | 


zstheticism and Mr. Sullivan’s ideas of the music fitted 
to it. 

Birch and Backus and their SAN FRANCISCO myrmi- 
dons are black. We don’t mind that; but we do mind 
their burlesque of ** Patients” —in fact it is not one of those 


things that can easily be forgotten, what with the whole | 


zsthetic strength of the company, and other delights and 
attractions too numerous to mention. 

At the THALIA THEATRE Miss Katharina Schratt, of 
Vienna, has astonished everybody by her performance of 
Cyprienne, in Sardou’s ** Divorcons.” It is in German; 
but even those who are not familiar with that rich Jan- 
guage can have no difficulty in understanding the charac- 
ter she personates. Miss Schratt and ‘ Divorgons” are 
worth going to see and hear. 

Mary Anderson gives to-day (Wednesday) a special 
matinée, at the West-side resort, of Pygmalion’s Ga/atea, 
the theatre not having been found large enough—though 
a Cincinnati man built it—to accommodate the throngs 


| sung; to-morrow, ‘‘ Mascot”; Friday, ‘‘ Pirates of Pen- 
zance”’; Saturday matinée, ‘‘ Olivette”; and Saturday 
evening, ‘* Pinafore ”!!!—ye gods! 

“‘The Danicheffs” is now undergoing representation 
at HAVERLY’s NisLo’s GARDEN. In ‘*The Banker’s 


and Miss Granger were certainly not equal to the original 
personators of their parts, the smaller characters were ad- 
mirably played, especially those assumed by Messrs. Fiske 
a‘ d Magnus, and Miss Nettie Guion. 

We have not a great deal to say about ‘¢ GEdipus Tyran- 
nus,” recently played at BooTH’s THEATRE. It was not 
so interesting as Puck’s ANNUAL for 1882, but Sophocles 
, lived a long time ago. Mr. Riddle, as the unfortunate 
king, showed some ability as an actor, although his 
Greek in sound was not much smoother than the English 
of the other members of the company. Asa curiosity, 
the play deserves notice, but we don’t think it will do 
much to advance the modern drama. It can teach the 
average play-goer nothing. The proper place to appre- 
| ciate Sophocles’s vigorous thoughts is in the solitude of 
one’s study. To drink in the beauties of a Greek play it 
should be played in Central Park or on the boundless 
prairie in true ancient style; then it could be thoroughly 
enjoyed. 





The Charity Ball, which took place last week at the 
ACADEMY OF MUSIC, was perhaps the most successful 
one of the kind ever given. The management deserves 
high praise. A large sum must have been realized. 

The Elks, the brave Elks, the theatrically various 
Elks, astonished the world and themselves with their mas- 
querade frolic on February 6th, at the ACADEMY OF 
| Music. 








Answers Foy the Anrions, 


HASELTINE.—Tell her to get a fire-proof polonaise. 

S1LENus.—Thanks for the suggestion; but it is too lo- 
cal. We can not spread it out over the entire United 
States. 

Jim NynE.—Your “feeble attemp” at an csthetic 








which assembled last Saturday. This is Mary’s last week | 


in New York. Her total receipts have been $39,000, 
which is not bad for a girl of twenty-two. 

At Boorn’s THEATRE we have the Boston Ideal Opera | 
Company, among whom are Miss Adelaide Phillips, Mr. 
Tom Karl, Mr. Myron Whitney and Mr. W. H. MacDon- 
ald. Monday, “ Fatinitza” was produced; Tuesday, 
‘* Bells of Corneville ”; to-night, the old-fashioned ‘‘ The 
Czar and the Carpenter,’ almost a novelty here, will be 


| 
| 


production has gone with other ‘‘ attemps” to stiffen it- 
self up in the form of paper collars. 

F. H.C., Minneapolis.—Thank you forthe stamps. We 
never return rejected MS., as you know; but we take this 
opportunity of acknowledging y . ir kindness in providing 
us with postal supplies. 

F. M. W., Buffalo.—The :dea and the language of 
your poem are both A 1 teak-built and celluloid-fastened; 


but you run Walt Whitman a little too close in irregu- 


larity of metre. The architecture wants revision with a 


foot-rule. 
Rejected articles PUCK ne’er returns: 
In spring he tears them, and in winter burns. 





Daughter,” performed last week, although Mr. O’Neil | 


FITZNOODLE IN AMERICA. 


No. CCX. 
A VutcarR EXHIBITION. 


Ya-as, I must say I 
have undergone a var- 
wiety of twials durwing 
my existence; but I think 
the most painful was a 
species of amateur per- 
formance that was we- 
cently given at Chicker- 
wing Hall, where an op- 
erwa called ‘‘ Patience ” 
was played. 

My wife insisted upon 
our patwonizing it, al- 
though I have a stwong 
objection to dwamatic 
performances of any charwactah. As a wepwesentation, 
it was weally not so bad; but what was my surpwise— 
I was almost about to wemark horwah—at wecognizing 
severwal people among the actahs and actwesses who are 
supposed to be aw among the arwistocwacy of New 
York. 

He-ah were these male and female cweachahs being 
| gazed at, asif they were ordinarwy mountebanks, by any 
| people who had enough money to purchase a ticket faw 

the entertainment, and Jack tells me that tickets wealized 
| verwy high pwices. 

- Taw gazed on the scenerwy and performance maw in 
sorwow than in angah; faw it affords me no gwatification 
to see aw wespectable Amerwicans degwade themselves, 

*¢ Aw, Mr. Fitznoodle,” said one of the managers to 
me: ‘ you do not appwove of the affai-ah. May I ask 
your weasons?” 

«* Ya-as,” I weplied: ‘*haven’t the slightest objection. 
Ihave no fault to find with a me ah amateur performance, 
pwovided it takes place in a dwawing-woom and the 
dwamatis persone are fwiends. Neither do I mind such 
an arwangement in a small public hall faw a specific 
charwitable purpose; but I must aw stwongly oppose the 
hirwing of a gweat building for two nights wunning to 
pwesent a piece simply faw the gwatification of the vanity 
of the amateurs themselves, and spending two or thrwee 
thousand dollars faw their dwesses and parwaphernalia, 
and leaving little or nothing faw charwity. It is not aw 
wight or just to pwofessional people. The fellaws who 
do such things must have something aw wadically wong 
in their bweeding, and the young women have evidently 
a gweat deal to learn in the way of corwect behavior aw.” 




















| It is difficult to find anything new to say about the 

| Twenty-ninth Annual Masquerade Ball of the German 
Liederkranz. It will be managed by the Teutons of the 
community, and will be musicful, soulful, hilarious and 
well conducted. 
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SITTING BULL’S ART. 


COLONEL ANDREWS INTERVIEWS THE GREAT ARTIST. 








A collection of sketches made by Sitting 
Bull, representing the principal events of his 
life, the whole containing a pictorial autobio- 
graphy, has been in possession of the War De- 
partment at Washington for several years, Re- 
cently these sketches were sent to Col. Andrews, 
commanding Fort Randall, where Sitting Bull 
is a prisoner, in order that the troublesome 
brave might certify to their authenticity and 
explain their significance. 

Col. Andrews, in carrying out his instructions, 
never had a more interesting struggle with art 
in all its weird and impressive treatment. Sitting 
Bull expressed a perfect willingness to explain 
the motif and technique of his early art efforts. 

“ This,’ said the colonel, showing the old 
Indian one of the sketches, in which the hand- 
ling was more free and easy than conscientious: 
‘this delightful little domestic scene of course 
you recognize, recalling, as it does, a beautiful 
incident of your youthful days—little Sitting 
Bull at his mother’s side, imbibing words of 
wisdom.”’ 

“Ugh! Naw,’ grunted the artist: ‘‘ you’re 
off your perpendicular, young man. ‘That’s 
me scalping my old grandmother, because she 
locked up the jam. You can assure your gov- 
ernment tha: it is authentic.’’ 

‘Well,’ said the colonel, with a little less 
enthusiasm, producing another masterpiece, in 
which the chiaro-oscuro was considerably chia- 
rosked: “this represents you basking beneath 
the umbrageous foliage of a giant oak, does it 
not ?”’ 

‘Wah! You’re wrong again,’’ explained 
the artist: ‘‘ That’s no umbrageous tree; that’s 
a haystack, and I’m crawling under it looking 
for eggs.”” 

“This little genre sketch,’ again ventured 
Col. Andrews, exhibiting another scene in the 
life of Sitting Bull: “is no doubt intended to 
depict your first flirtation—a dusky youth peek- 
ing through a door at a little bright-eyed Al- 
fareta carrying home a 





cally examined a picture which abounded in 
one thing and another, and looked like a Herald 
map of the North Pole: “ This is young Sitting 
Bull pursuing the peaceful art of agriculture— 
turning up the soil with his little spade, intend- 
ing, perchance, to plant the golden corn, or 
raise a little crop of beans.’ 

‘‘ There you go again!’’ snarled the captive 
chief: “I’m not there at all. ‘That’s my dog 
nosing in a hole after a woodchuck.’’ 

‘Sure enough—I see, now,”’ apologized the 
colonel: ‘‘ But surely this event in the life of 
the artist depicts him hacking a cherry-tree in 
order to give his father a practical illustration 
of an incident in the career of the great White 
Father, George Washington ?”’ 

“You think so, eh? It is replete with charm- 
ing grace and vivid imagery, isn’t it? Well, 
Mr. White Man, that’s me in the sweet long 
ago burying my tomahawk in my grandfather’s 
head, because he spanked me for smoking 
cigarettes,”’ 

Then the colonel got mad, folded up the 
sketches, and declared that if the War Depart- 
ment wanted the significance of any more of 
them explained, it might ask Congress to ap- 
point a committee of six to investigate their 
authenticity, with power to send for persons 
and papers and things. 

There’s nothing wrong with the sketches, 
however. They are valuable. They are worth 
every bit as much as old masters. All they 
want is to be explained—the same as old mas- 
ters. W. 








MEAT AND DRINK. 





** How are you, John?” remarked a friend, 
As he met John on the street: 

«¢ Come in, my boy, and take a drink, 
For it’s rarely that we meet.” 


‘¢ A fact,” said John: “I'll go with you; 
For, as I happen to think, 
We rarely meet, but when we do, 


It is always meet and drink.” 
ELIOT RYDER. 





MARRIED MISERIES. 


WRITTEN EXPRESSLY FOR Puck, BY ARTHUR LOT. 








No. XXX.—Our Minister’ s Donation Party. 


Our minister waited patiently during the 
whole winter for some signs of a donation party, 
Of course he was deeply interested in the 
growth of grace among the members of his 
congregation, and of course he delivered elab- 
orate and erudite sermons upon David’s sons 
and Job’s patience, in hopes that he would 
succeed in leading some stray sheep into the 
fold; but all the time he kept his weather eye 
wide open, and persistently fixed in the direc- 
tion from which donationsshould come. Finally 
he preached a magnificent sermon, which proved 
conclusively that the laborer was worthy of his 
hire; but, to his great disappointment, the au- 
dience applied his remarks entirely to them- 
selves. ‘The clerks of the village grocer asked 
for more wages, the assistant of the village 
druggist meekly insisted that an increase of his 
weekly stipend was the thing above all others 
he desired, and even the sexton struck for a 
higher compensation; but no one thought of 
the minister. 

The Reverend Mr. Jackson (that being our 
parson’s name) thought that, if he wanted a 
donation party, he had better take the affair in 
hand himself, on the theory that the Lord helps 
those who help themselves. Accordingly, he 
plagiarized the famous remark which the Gov- 
ernor of North Carolina made to the Governor 
of South Carolina, and gently suggested to a 
number of ladies of the congregation that there 
was too much time between donation parties. 
Poor fellow, he had waited patiently till March 
before he moved, and it’s not astonishing that 
he thought he had been forgotten. Mrs. Lot 
took hold of the business at once, and when 
Mrs. Lot takes hold of anything it is bound to 
go. Scomuch interested did she become in the 
parson that I honestly believe that to further 
the interests of that gentleman in the way of a 
donation party,she would, if it had been neces- 
sary, have sold—well, the shirt off of my back. 

Once started, the 





bundle of fagots on her 
head.”’ 

‘*Not much, it is 
n’t,’’ contradicted the 
chief: ‘“That’s me be- 
hind a stone wall, wait- 
ing to get a pop with 
my little rifle at a pale- 
face riding horseback 
in the distance. And 
I remember now that 
1 popped him.”’ 

“ And _ here,’? con- 
tinued the colonel: “ is 
another delightful bit 
of sketching ‘showing 
a wigwam in the forest 
—perchance the spot 
where the artist was 
born—with a balloon 
hovering overhead.”’ 

‘Oh, you are a bril- 
liant old art critic— 
you are!”’ sneered Sit- 
ting Bull: ‘* You must 
write up the water-col- 
or exhibitions for the 
daily papers. Zha??s no 
wigwam; it’s a steam- 
boat on the lake; and 
what you calla balloon 
is a volume of smoke 
from the stack.”’ 

“Well, I can not be 
mistaken in this,’’ said 
the colonel, preserving 
his temper, as he criti- 





PUCK:—** CoME ON, BOYS; IT’LL BEAR YOU. 


ENCOURAGEMENT TO EDITORS. 





thing went along very 
nicely. A night was 
selected for the party, 
and everybody was di- 
rected to bring all the 
eatables and other ar- 
ticles which he or she 
could possibly afford 
to give. From the sup- 
ply of stuff prepared 
at our house, I thought 
Mrs. Lot must be every- 
body. I know that if 
pocketbooks could give 
voice to their feelings, 
mine would have howl- 
ed on that occasion, 
I did mildly expostu- 
late. 

“My dear,”’ said I: 
‘please bear in mind 
that there are limits 
to my ability to spend 
money.’’ 

“It’s for charity, 
isn’t it?’ asked she. 

“That may be,”’ said 
I: “ but still—” 

“¢ Oh,”’ said she, im- 























You’vE ONLY TO AVOID THOSE TWO WEAK sports!” 


patiently: ‘ I suppose 
you want: charity to 
stay at home as well 
as begin there.’’ 
“*No,”? said I: “I 
am willing that charity 
should make a few short 
trips into the other 
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world; but they ought to be very short 
and very cheap excursions.’’ 

‘*T’ve heard,” said she, calmly: “ that - 
the mantle of charity covers a multitude 
of sins. If that be so, you need a very 
large piece of that mantle, and you must, 
of course, pay for it.”’ 

What more could I say? When the 
wife of your bosom, in whose eyes you 
should be perfection and purity itself, 
talks in that way, what can you say or 
do? The simplest thing which you can 
do, under such circumstances, is to hand 
your wife your pocketbook, with the firm 
conviction that you will receive it back 
in a condition which will suggest that 
Barnum’s fat woman has been sleeping 
on it for a week. 

When the parson saw us enter with our 
baskets and boxes, he smiled away down 
to the small of his back. I state that fact 
thus boldly because, as he grasped Mrs. 
Lot’s hand, I stood behind him, and I 
saw the back of his coat wrinkle straight 
down to the buttons. When the barrel 
of flour which Mrs. Lot had purchased 
appeared on thescene, I thought 
the parson would wring my 
hand off. His mouth watered, 
his eyes dilated, and his cheeks 
swelled out as if he were al- 
ready enjoying the luscious 
cakes, and bread, and crullers 
which that barrel contained in 
an embryonic state. To pre- 
vent myself from falling on his 
neck and weeping, I was com- 
pelled to put my hand in my 
pocket and feel my flabber- 
gasted pocketbook, that bore 
a remarkable resemblance to 
two pieces of leather frozen to- 
gether. 

Asa rule, the people brought 
a very liberal supply of different 
articles, ‘To be sure the pota- 
toes, and turnips, and apples 
would probably have been class- 
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creature; but, as giggles don’t help on 
conversation very much, I relapsed into 
silence. Occasionally she would look up 
at me in an imitation-shy way, and then 
drop her eyes in great confusion, as if I 
were a gay Lothario who was heaping 
burning glances on her, 

Fortunately, in a few moments supper 
was announced, and I escaped. ‘The par- 
son said a grace so long that I think he 
was following Ben Franklin’s advice, and 
saying grace over the whole donation at 
once, All through that grace I could hear 
the old women smacking their lips, and 


oe could see them peeping between their fin- 


gers to determine what they had better 
seize on first. When the tocsin finally 
sounded, the onset was a terrific one, I 
noticed that the women who had brought 
dried apples devoted themselves to sub- 
stantials; and one old woman, who had 
brought a string of onions, gave me the 
impression that she had been starving 
herself for a month; she certainly man- 
aged to get even on her gift. What was 
left for the parson on that table after 
the feast was ended would not 
have bothered the smallest of 
tramps, if he had been com- 
pelled to tuck it all away in the 
generally vacant parts of his 
stomach, The dolorous expres- 
sion of the minister’s face show- 
ed that he appreciated that 
fact fully. 

After supper everybody re- 
turned to the parlor. Again the 
people distributed themselves 
around the room. I suppose 
the old women in the corner 
wondered whether they would 
| get their breakfast, if they re- 
| mained long enough. ‘There 

was a wheezy melodeon in the 
| room, and a young lady tackled 
that instrument, and, in a voice 








that would have made Kellogg 
howl—not with envy, though 
—warbled that delicious melo- 





ed as cullens; but things may 
be good if they are little; in 
fact, some things must be little to be good— 
such as a temper in a wife, or a tongue in a 
mother-in-law. Of course some ladies brought 
dried apples; but what can be more filling than 
that delightful fruit, if you only drink water 
enough? and surely what the pastor most de- 
sired was to be filled. When we request a sup- 
ply of daily bread, we don’t want to be fur- 
nished with a solitary roll which, when tucked 
away in a little corner of our stomach, will 
leave the rest of our digestive apparatus a howl- 
ing vacuum, And it must be admitted that the 
supply of dried beans was quite up to the 
capacity of the parson and his family. Whether 
ministers can use more beans than other people 
is a conundrum which I turn over to the scien- 


tific person of the future for solution; but it is 


certain that one parson was furnished with an 
opportunity to test the matter. 

Human nature is an odd thing; it crops out 
everywhere. Even ministers seem to have a 
little bit of it. Istood in the hall beside our 
pastor, and I noticed that when a person with 
a full basket came along, the parson’s face was 
wreathed in smiles; but when an old woman 
with snuff smeared on her nose came along with 
a bag of dried apples in her hand, the parson’s 
smiles at once resembled the apples and dried 
up. Why things should be thus I do not know. 
Why we should persistently open our gift-horses’ 

-mouths and look therein, is a question which 
should be earnestly wrestled with by some first- 
class debating society, colored or otherwise. 

Finally, everybody who would bring any- 
thing had come, and the circus opened, The 


old women were all congregated in a corner, 
and they expressed in loud tones their wonder 
as to the time which had been selected for sup- 
per. The middle-aged people were scattered 
around, and were talking about the weather 
and the crops. A little knot of women discussed 
the latest fashions; that is to say, the latest 
fashions which had reached Plaintown. ‘The 
young people were flirting in the rural fashion; 
that is to say, they sat about five feet apart, 
twiddled their thumbs, and looked at each 
other as if their tongues had been glued to the 
roofs of their mouths. Mrs. Lot and the other 
members of the committee were setting the 
table in the dining-room. 

I found a fair damsel with a complexion like 
peaches and cream, a mouth like a red worsted 
ball, and curls like twelve or seventeen tallow 
candles of the complexion of bar-soap. As 
she was not engaged in flirting, I thought I 
would interview her, 

«There is quite a large number of our par- 
son’s friends here this evening,’’ remarked I. 

She giggled and shook her curls. 

Now I'll leave it to any unprejudiced person 
to decide whether there is anything funny in 
my remark. Why she giggled I can no more 
tell than why she shook her curls. My next re- 
mark was made in the most solemn and orac- 
ular manner. 

“lt is quite a pleasure to see how cheerful 
the minister looks,’’ I suggested. 

Again she giggled, and again she shook her 
curls, 








I concluded that it was the nature of the | 


dy, “ ‘The Sweet By-and-By.”’ 
That was the straw which broke the camel’s 
back. I hunted up Mrs, Lot at once. 

‘“My dear,’’ said I: “don’t you think we 
had better return to our own fireside ?”’ 

“ Why, it’s early,”’ said she, 

“That is true,’’ responded I: “ but this thing 
is too exciting. I really cannot indulge in such 
dissipation.”’ 

Mrs. Lot looked at me severely; but, as my 
countenance was as solemn as a boy’s face who 
is marching up to meet the schoolmaster’s rod, 
she could not be sure that I was trifling, and so 
she rose and prepared to accompany me to our 
home. When we had reached our sitting-room, 
and I had lit my cigar and had ensconced my- 
self in my easy-chair, I discoursed on the even- 
ing’s amusement. 

“‘ My dear,”’ said I: ‘when there’s another 
donation party count me out, I don’t think I 
was built for that sort of menagerie.’’ 

“¢Oh, of course,’’ said Mrs, Lot: ‘‘the inno- 
cent enjoyment of a few country-people isn’t 
exciting enough for a grand gentleman like 
you.” 

“My dear—’’ 

“T should think,’ interrupted she, hotly: 
“that the mere sight of our dear pastor’s face, 
glowing with the happiness which had come to 
him, would have compensated you for a!l your 
petty inconveniences.”’ 

“Tt would, my dear; but the truth is that 
my heart was torn by the agony depicted on 
the countenance of our dear pastor, as he saw 
all the luxuries which had been brought to him 
disappearing down the capacious jaws of the 
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old gals who had brought dried apples and 
onions.”’ 

“Oh, of course,”’ said Mrs, Lot, impatiently. 

“I am perfectly willing, my dear,’ continued 
I: “when you again find in the almanac the 
mystic words, ‘ About this time look out for 
donation parties,’ that you should empty my 
pocketbook, and give my substance to the 
spoiler; but I don’t think you should compel 
me to go to the parsonage and observe how many 
of my goods have been given to the minister.” 

“* He’s exactly like all men,” said my mo- 
ther-in-law: ‘“‘ He never is willing that women 
should have innocent enjoyment.’’ 

That’s the worst of my mother-in-law—she 
will chip in the conversation. However, I 
never answer her. 
thing, and I believe she thought I was about 
half right. Then my women-folk went to bed, 
and as I sat there smoking my cigar, I could, 
in my mind’s eye, see our dear pastor in his 
kitchen taking an account of stock. 








“ How is it that these burlesque troupes you 
sometimes meet with on the cars have so many 
old ladies with them? ‘The mothers of the 
young ladies of the company?’ asked young 
Stagestruck. Mothers!’ shrieked the old 
staver to whom the question was addressed: 
‘Mothers! Why, boy, their mothers, if they’ve 
got any, are too old and feeble to go about. 
The ones you mean must be the children of the 
actresses.’’—Lowell Courter. 


In New York, on Monday evening, twenty- 
five young men were given instructions in the 
Trade Schools on Practical and Scientific 
Plumbing. ‘The practical part, it is presumed, 
consisted in tearing up fifty dollars’ worth of 
flooring to repair a forty-cent leak which was 
located in another place, while the scientific 
portion comprised the art of making out the 
bill.—Norristown Herald, 


Ir was evening. ‘Three of them were killing 
a cat. One of them held a lantern, another 
held the cat, and a third jammed a pistol into 
the cat’s ear and fired, shooting the man in the 
hand who held the cat, and the one with the 
lantern was wounded in the arm. ‘The cat left 
when it saw how matters stood and that ill-feel- 
ing was being engendered. — Harvard Daily 
Herald. 


“‘ ANYTHING you see me do, you can do,” 
said Pingrey to his son. ‘‘ Thank you, sir,” 
replied the young man: “ but perhaps I would 
like to do some of the things you take such 
mighty good care I shan’t see you do.” 
Pingrey thinks of this and trembles every 
time he goes behind the cupboard door to look 
into the bottom of that tumbler.— Boston Tran- 
script. 

THE Marquis of Lorne claims that his ances- 
tors sat around King Arthur’s Round ‘Table. 
Nobody in this country will think any the less 
of Lorne because of his folks having no table 
of their own, and having to get their meals at 
somebody else’s table, provided they did not 
leave between daylight and dark without paying 
their board.— Zexas Siftings. 

JERRICKSON, enraged, sprang toward Bingley 
with anax. ‘ Hold!’’ cried B.: ‘ere youstrike, 
tell me—how do you spell ax?’ ‘I spell it 
a-x-e!’? thundered the murderer. ‘‘ Then, 
assassin,’”? howled Bingley: ‘ do your worst!’’ 
Some persons would rather die than get their 
spelling from the old-fashioned primers. — 
Courier-Journal, 

Tue Boston Herald wants to know if the 
zesthetic movement began when the negro 
minstrels sang: ‘‘I feel just as happy as a big 
sunflower,’ some years ago. 

Oscar WILDE yearns to see an American 
spring. Somebody should impart to Oscar the 
great secret of a bent pin.—Courzer Journal, 


Mrs, Lot did not say any- | 





Now THAT Anna Dickinson has made her 
début in ‘“‘ Hamlet,’ an awful fear begins to 
haunt us that Dr. Marie Walker will want to 
play ‘‘ Richard III.”’—Andrews’s Queen. 

A MAN who was sentenced to ninety-nine 
years’ imprisonment in Texas appealed for 
clemency, and the kind-hearted judge, much 
affected by the scene, took off six months.— 
Philadelphia News. 


THE SICK OPERA COMPANY. 


My company, I think, last week, 
Made with its usual glory 

A strange, and, I may add, unique 
Affair of Trovatore. 


Illness of almost every kind, 
Persistent, wild and savage, 
Had on my artists all combined 

Made pestilential ravage. 


My tenor, with a broken spine, 
Lay in prostration utter; 

So twenty supers in a line 
Carried him on a shutter. 


My prima donna, pure and bright, 
Who always can delight us, 

Had on this memorable night 
Hysterics and St. Vitus, 


Her unctuous tones that thrill the heart 
Were yelled in ways unlawful. 

She likewise did not know her part, 
And, in a word, was awful. 


The baritone had pains severe, 
By jaundice he was yellowed; 

So all his chest-notes, pure and clear, 
Were infamously bellowed. 


The noble basso, who receives 
The public’s acclamation, 

Was suffering from the Chinese heaves, 
And general dissipation. 


While my contralto, young and fair, 
The pride of artists’ easels, 

Had on that opening night a rare 
Colossal case of measles, 


And solemnly, I grieve to state, 
Being an awful feeder, 

Colics, in number twenty-eight 
Killed my accomplished leader. 


While I, who stood there in great glee, 
To gather in the shekels, 
Was half prostrated by D. T., 
Gout, toothache and the freckles. 
Cupid Jones, in Music. 








THE CREAM-CAKE. 


Puck’s ANNUAL for the sick, bereaved, 
Is in all hills and hollows; 

The notices to date received 
Upon it are as follows: 





Puck’s ANNUAL for 1882 has a fine corps of contrib- 
utors, as may be guessed when we say that Victor Hugo 
furnishes an article on January which goes all the way 
back to the beginning of things, William M. Ev-rts one 
on February, Dante Gabriel Lawn-Tennyson one on 
March, J-hn K-lly one on November, and so forth. We 
also are presented with two blood-curdling romances, 
*¢ Bloodhound Bub, the Boy Detective of Broad Street,” 
and “* Budgerrygaraboo the Third-and-a-Half.” In con- 
trast with these, we have ‘*a Sunday-school story” en- 
titled «« J. W. Wintergreen,” an improving scientific pa- 

r on *¢ Edison in Exile,” and an esthetic novel called 
*¢ Through a Glass Darkly,” in the style of H J—., 
Jr. Modern history is represented by a veracious chron- 
icle of the adventures of a party in ** Rodding Evarts’s 
Barns,” and a mass of reminiscences by ‘‘ The Old New 
Yorker,” which are undoubtedly as true as most emana- 
tions from the oldest inhabitants of various places. Mr. 
Opper’s facile pencil supplies the greater part of the pic- 
torial humor, a fact which gives as high assurance as any- 
thing can of the solemnly artistic character of the publi- 
cation.— Syracuse Herald. 








Puck’s ANNUAL for 1882, as usual, is a gorgeous affair. 
Besides being resplendent with illustrations by Puck’s 
famous artists, the volume is full of the finest humorous 
and burlesque reading matter such as PuCK’s writers al- 
ways produce. The price is only twenty-five cents, and 
every one who wants to drive care away should invest 
that amount or manage to steal one, just so you get it. 
The public are becoming so accustomed to good things 
from the firm of Keppler and Schwarzmann that they never 
stop to question whether a thing is good any more or not. 
They take it for granted that it is.— Columbus Capital. 

Puck’s ANNUAL for 1882, published by Keppler & 
Schwarzmann, of New York, contains some very pretty 
selections by Walt Whitman, Victor Hugo, William M. 
Evarts, Tennyson, Oscar Wilde, the Sweet Singer of 
Michigan, Robert G. Ingersoll, Judge Black, Bismarck, 
Salvini, Whittier and John Kelly. No other almanac 
has so brilliant a list of contributors. The entire book, 
in its entirety, is just too awfully Oscary Wildey utter, 
and it is the cnly utterly funny thing in the market. It is 
sold for twenty-five cents, and fun enough for this entire 
year may be had from its pages.— Camden Post. 

We are in receipt of Puck’s ANNUAL for 1882. It is 
quite the equal of that of last year—to be superior would 
be an impossibility. It is brimful of biting satire and 
side-splitting humor. The literary work is from the pens 
of the ablest writers on the Atlantic side of the ccnti- 
nent, and the illustrations are from the same pencils that 
make the weekly PucK so bright and interesting.—San 
Francisco News-Letter. 


Puck’s ANNUAL for 1882 is a great success. It is un- 
doubtedly the best annual so far issued by the enterpris- 
ing young man with the zesthetic raiment. The illustra- 
tions axe excellent, the various squibs, stories, poems and 
jeu Pesprit clever, pointed and up tothe times. A peru- 
sal of PucK’s ANNUAL keeps a man’s risibles at high 
pressure pitch from cover to cover.—M. Y. Commercial 
Advertiser. 


Puck’s ANNUAL for 1882 is out, with an entirely new 
idea of the signs of the Zodiac, and wise remarks on the 
seasons by Victor Hugo, Wm. M. Evarts, Dante-Gabriel- 
Lawn-Tennyson, Oscar W-lde, R. G. Ing-rs-ll, J-hn K-lly 
and others. It is filled with all manner of good things in 
the comic line, including pictures by the inimitable 
Keppler.—Detroit Free Press. 


Puck’s ANNUAL for 1882 is at hand, and sustains the 
high reputation which the preceding numbers have borne. 
The puhlishers strive to obtain the best humorous talent 
in the country, and they succeed in their endeavors. The 
contents show a rich collection of amusing stories, bur- 
lesques and verses.—San Francisco Argonaut. 


Puck’s ANNUAL for 1882 represents Mr. Puck sailing 
through space on the head of a comet, followed by a 
dazzling tail of flame. The idea is original and well il- 
lustrated. Besides being an almanac, the ANNUAL con- 
tains a vast number of short humorous sketches. The 
book is very amusing— Western Dispatch. 

Puck’s ANNUAL for this year is certainly very funny, 
the running remarks attached to the almanac proper be- 
ing as good as anything from Josh Billings.—Z/mira 
Free Press. 





BABY’S APPEAL. 
‘¢ What makes I cry and folks say Ize naughty?” 
Cause stomach ache, and sour in my mouffy; 
Cause, too, can’t sleep, and worms bite ze belly; 
*¢ Fever ” za say, feel like I was jelly. 
Guess your babies cry, Dick and Victoria, 
When mamas gone, and don’t have CAsTorIA. 
“« You're right, they fairly yell,” ‘There Uncle Cy; 
Cousin Frank have CasTortiA, he don’t cry. 





Our numerous friends and patrons throughout the world 
know of the Swayne’s Ointment for Skin Diseases. 





*« THOSE OVERCOATS.” 





An Amusing Account of Some Strange, Exciting and 
True Incidents, 





By JULIAN MacGnus. 





Published in Fiction No. XXIV. 





A Weekly Story-Paper Containing Only Original Stories. 


Ten Cents a Copy.—Four Dollars a Year. 





The following numbers of Puck will be bought at this 
office, Nos. 21 & 23 Warren Street, at TEN CENTS per 
copy: Nos. 1, 2, 4, 5, 6, 9, Io, II, 12, 13, 14, 15, 16, 
17, 18, 19, 20, 21, 22, 24, 25, 26, 37, 38, 39, 40, 41, 42, 
43, 44, 47, 48, 50, 53, 56, 78, 79, 80, 82, 83, 86, 88, 94, 
96, 98, 105, 106, 107, 108, 114, 117, 121. 

READ’S GRAND DUCHESS COLOGNE. 
MADE OF OTTO OF ROSES AND FRENCH FLOWERs. 


Sold by all Druggists at 25 cents and $1.00 a bottle. 
Wo. H. READ, Baltimore & Light Sts., Baltimore, Md. 
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THE CENUINE 


BROWN’S GINGER 


has never been sold to be 
retailed by the ounce, pint, 
uart or gallon, but always 
G. e., since 1828,) in ONE 
SIZE OVAL BOTTLE, that 
retails at FIFTY CENTS. 


ESTABLISHED 1822. 


FREDERICK BROWN, 


PHILADELPHIA. 
THE CENUINE 


BROWN’S GINGER 


By by STEEL EN- 





GRAVED LABEL adopted 1858, 
by U. S. INT. REV. STAMP oc- 

ing centre of Label, by NEW 
ADDITIONAL TRADE RK 

ed ist January, 1881, in 
White and Black, and b 
a and is 

ESTABLISHED 1822. 
FREDERICK BROWN, 
PHILADELPHIA. 





THE CENUINE 


BROWN’S GINGER 


iS A VALUABLE REMEDY FOR 


CRAMPS AND COLICS 
STOMACH-ACHE, 
SUDDEN CHILLS, 
INDIGESTION, 
FLATULENCE, 
SLEEPLESSNESS, 


And for external use instead of 
a Mustard Plaster, applied on 
flannel and covered with Oil Silk, 
will not blister and will do good. 


FOR ALL SEASONS. TRY IT. 


PHILADELPHIA. 
Druggists and Grocers, when or- 
dering Supplies from Jobbers, 
should STATE PLAINLY 
Fred’k Brown’s Ginger, Phil’a. 











SMOKE 


Mal & SIAN 


NEW YORK SEGARS. 


MADE of PURE TOBACCO. 
For Sale by all First-class Dealers. 





A WEEK. $12 a day at home easily made, Costly 
2 Outfit free. Address Truz & Co, ‘“ugusta, Maine. 


VILLANELLE. 


A dainty dress, cut out by Worth, 
hate’er male critics choose to say, 
Is still the dearest thing on earth, 


It well becomes a rich man’s hearth, 
Or ball, or rout, or feast, or play, 
A dainty dress cut out by Worth. 


And, e’en if there’s of food a dearth, 
Such dress, though black, or red, or gray, 
Is still the dearest thing on earth, 


None but a genius could give birth 
Unto that marvel of the day, 
A dainty dress, cut out by Worth, 


Such dress excites no husband’s mirth; 
He’|l find it, when he comes to pay, 
Is still the dearest thing on earth, 


And if a maid is large in girth, 
She’ll find, made up in any way, 
A dainty dress, cut out by Worth, 
Is still the dearest thing on earth. 
—Archer Lynn, in American Queen, 


Tuis is the way an obituary notice in a 
Madras paper starts off: ‘‘ The not uncommon 
hand of death has distilled with febrile wings 
from among a debris of bereaved relatives, 
friends and submissive subjects, into the inter- 
minable azure of the past an unexceptionally 
finished politician and philanthropist of the 
highest specific gravity,” etc. ‘ Debris of be- 
reaved relatives’? is good. The writer could 
make eleven dollars a week in Chicago writing 
up fires, police reports and divorce cases,— 
Norristown Herald, 


Many persons have a very foolish and un- 
called for objection to a hair in a piece of 
butter, For our part, we revel in the discovery, 
and visions of the disheveled maiden with her 
rosy cheeks at the churn float before our eyes, 
There is still greater consolation in finding a 
hair in the butter, Its presence is a solemn 
proof that the compound is not oilymargarine. 
—S. F, News-Letter. 


THE hue and cry among the fair, 
Of every name and station, 
Who dance the German is: “ Take care! 
Don’t hurt my vaccination!’ 
— Baltimore Every Saturday. 





FLIES & MOSQUITOES. 


A 15c. box of ‘‘ Rough on Rats” will keep a house free from 
flies, mosquitoes, rats and mic+, the entire season, Drug ists. 








BISMARCK 
flavors his Champagne with ANGosTuRA Bitters, the world re- 
nowned appetizer. Have it on your table. Ask your Grocer or 
Druggist for the genuine article, manufactured by Dr. J. G. B. 
Siegert & Sons. 





Ladies who would combine beauty and comfort in dressing the 
feet should use the German Corn Remover. 


HEISS’ CONCERTS, 14th ST., NEAR 6th AVE. 
EVERY AFTERNOON AND EVENING. 


GERMAN LIEDERKRANZ, 


Sth ANNUAL 


Masquerade Ball, 
ACADEMY OF MUSIC, 


THURSDAY, FEBRUARY 9th, 1882. 
Tickets $10, admitting gentleman and one lady (additional ladies’ 
ticket $3), can be had, by introduction, of the following gentlemen: 
HENRY HAVEMEYER, N. Y. Club, 1 West 25th Street. 
. HONIG, 111 Broadway (Basement). 
MIL UNGER, 50 Park Place. 
PAUL GOEPEL, Room s, N. Y. Staatszeitung. 
OHN VON GLAHN, 36 Chambers Street. 
. VAN DER EMDE, 323 Bowery. 
LOUIS KAEMMERER, 108 Grand Street. 
. WINDMUELLER, 100 East 14 Street. 
. C. F. KOCH, Corner 2oth Street and 6th Avenue. 
“C. F. L. HOHENTHAL, Cor. sand Street & 3rd Avenue. 
Boxes and Tickets of WILLIAM STEINWAY, 111 East 14th 
Street, and CONSTANTIN SCHMIDT, 33 Broad Street. 


PUCK’S ANNUAL 


Price, 25 Cents. 














JENNINGS’ SANITARY DEPOT 


Mention this paper. 
omcu 





1900.00: ‘The “Tron 


et ee | a 





Established 1838 


PACHTMANN & MOELICH, 


im Manufacturers and Dealers in 

e Watches, Diamonds, Jewelry, 

Solid Silver & Plated Wares, 
363 CANAL STREET, 

set. S. sth Ave. & Wooster St., New York 


Bargains in every department. 
American Watches, $7. Stem Winders, $12. 
Solid 14 k. Gold American Stem Winder, $50. 
Diamond Studs, $10 and upwards. Wedding 
Rings, $8and upwards. The ‘argestassortmentof 
§ Jewelry at lowest prices. Repairing of every de- 
scription neatly executed. Goods sent C. 0. D to 
anv vart of the U.S. New Ilustrated Price List. 


THE ORGUINETTE 

















Is THE MOST WONDERFUL MUSIC-PRODUCING IN- 
STRUMENT IN THE WORLD. 
IT PLAYS EVERYTHING—SACRED, SECULAR 
AND POPULAR! 
IT IS A MARVEL OF CHEAPNESS, AND THE KING OF 
MUSICAL INSTRUMENTS! 
Large Pipe Organs, Pianos ‘and Reed Organs may all be seen 
operating mechanically as Orguir ettes, Musical Cabinets, and 


Cabinettos, at the most novel and interesting music warerooms 
in the world. 


No. 831 Broadway, 


Between 12th and 13th Sts. NEW YORK. 


THE MECHANICAL ORGUINETTE CO 


Sole Manufacturers and Patentees, a@ Send for Circular 


NICOLL The Tailor, 


620 BROADWAY, 
And Nos. 139 to 151 Bowery, New York. 


Pants to order...... ..... $4 to $10. 
Suits to order.............. $15to $40, 
Winter Overcoats, from $15 up. 


Samples with instructions for SELF-MEASUREMENT sent free to 
every part ofthe United States. Branch stores in all principal cities. 


BA ETTY’S ORGANS 27 stops, 10 set reeds only $90. Pianos 
: $125 up. Rare Holiday Inducements ready. 
Write or call on BEATT , Washington, N. J 


$15 A MONTH—Agents Wanted. Fast-selling 


Novelties and $2 atches, just out. Catalogues free. 














Ferton Mrc, Co., 138 Fulton St., N. ¥Y. Samples 11. in stamps. 
—— = ee : 






POOL and BILLIARD TABLES, 


with Patent Corded Edge Cushions, warranted superior 
to all others, end sold at low prices and on easy terms. 
Good second-hand tables always on 


WAREROOMS, 726 BROADWAY, NEW YORK. 





“JUST OUT.” 
BOOK OF INSTRUCTION 
IN THE USE OF 


INDIAN CLUBS, 
DUMB-BELLS, 


And other exercises. Also in the Games ot 


QUOITS, ARCHERY, ETC. 


Fully illustrated; bound in cloth. price 25 
ents. BENT TO ANY PART OF THE U. 8. 
IN THE RECEIPT OF 30c POSTAGE STAMPS 
M. BORNSTEIN, Publisher, 
1S Ann St. New York. 
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No. 194 FIFTH AVENUE, 
Under Fifth Ave. Hotel. 
No. 212 BROADWAY, 
Corner Fulton Street. 


[=s- STYLES ARE CORRECT !! 


KANOX, 


WORLD RENOWNED 


ENGLISH HATS, 
“Martin’s” Umbrellas. 


THE BATTERS  Rereicn noveities 


QUALITY — THE BEST !! am 


Agents for the sale of these remarkable 7E¥_A\X"—"& can be found in every city in the U. S: 


All Hats manufactured by this house are the recognized standard of excellence throughout the world. None genuine without the trademark. 








CHAMPAGNE. 


THIS WINE i 
Is acknowledged by judges to be the best cuvee 
now in existence. It is selected by the Czar and is 
largely consumed by the nobility of Russia, who 
are known to be connoisseurs of c pagne. 









BITTERS. 


BEWARE OF COUNTERFEITS. 


An excellent appetizing tonic of 
H exquisite flavor, now used over 
the whole world, cures Dyspep- 
sia, Diarrhaa, Fever and Ague, 
and ali disorders of the Digestive 
Organs. A few drops impart a 
delicious flavor to a glass of cham- 

agne, and to all summer drinks. 

ry it, but beware of counterfeits. 
Ask your grocer or druggist for 
the genuine article, manufactured 
by DR. J. G. B. SLEGERT & 
SONS. 


= J. W. WUPPERMANN, 
(Successor to J..W. HANCOX), 
Sole Agent for the United States. 
61 Broadway, NEW YORK. - 


RUNK & UNGER, 


No. 50 PARK PLACE, 


Sole Agents for 


Ayala-Chateau d’Ay 


CHAMPAGNES. 
TAUNUS NATURAL MINERAL WATER. 


L. Tampler & eden, Clarets 
ampier x 
Roullet & senna, Cognacs, 

















A ROMANCE AS IT IS. 


The south-wind is sighing softly among the 
sturdy oaks, whose leafy branches shield from 
the pitiless rays of a July sun the velvety soft 
lawn that stretches away to the eastward in front 
of a lovely DuPage county villa. On the 
veranda stands a girl, lovely beyond compari- 
son, to whom a man—whose sunny locks and 
beard of tawny gold hue tells plainly of the 
Saxon blood that rolls in his veins — is talking in 
an earnest manner. There is a loving look in 
his soft blue eyes, and he speaks with a tender 
earnestness that shows he is trying to get there. 

The girl is tapping lightly with a croquet 
mallet the pretty foot that peeps out half 
timidly from beneath the pretty morning-dress 
of soft blue cloth with two rows of ruffles up the 
back stretch, and a polonaise that never cost 
less than $22. 

‘Well, Beatrice, have you concluded to 
shake me ?”’ says the man. 

The sunbeams flicker erratically down be- 
tween the trees, moking little lights and shades 
on the veranda; the grasshoppers sing among 
the red clover; the little foot, which has sus- 
pended ‘its movements during the delivery of 
this interrogatory, resumes its occupation. Adel- 
bert’s gaze is still fastened upon the pretty face 
that looks slyly down, but the smile has fled. 

No answer comes. 

A moment longer and the foot-taps cease; 
one or two irresolute movements of the body, 
and then the white arms, gleaming out from the 
loose sleeves, are around his neck, and the 
brown locks and the golden beard are mingled, 
while the little head goes down on his shoulder 
amid a storm of sobs. 

She has hit her bunion.—Chicago Tribune, 


A CHEST is astrong box, a strong box may be 
a safe, but a chest-protector will not frighten 
away burglars. The above was furnished by a 
juvenile reader who has not yet attained to the 
dignity of studying logic.— Boston Courier, 





The highest hopes and interest of the 
race rest on the health and strength of 
womanhood. We take pleasure in refer- 
ring our readers to the remarkable effi- 
cacy of Lydia E. Pinkham’s Vegetable 
Compound. 











RUBY’S ROYAL GILDING 


For Home Decorations & Art Work. 
READY FOR INSTANT USE, Sold by 
druggists, stationers and paint dealers. 
Brilliantly illist'’d catalogue, 3c. stamp. 


N. Y. Chem’! Mfg. Co., 3 E. 4th st., N.Y. 


A CARD. 


MARK’S ADJUSTABLE FOLDING CHAIR CO. were 
awarded a gold medal at the recent Cotton Exposition, at At- 
lanta. Send for illustrated catalogue. 850 BROADWAY, N. Y. 
234 S. CLARK SITREEY, Chicago, Il. ; 


Fiags (of all nations), Yacht, Pilot and Commercial 
201 Signals, printed in brilliant colors, in sets, for Card 











and Stamp Collectors, sent on receipt of 60 cents. 
Address, C, Tottner, Classon Av., Brooklyn, N.Y. 
Bound in Cloth and Gold, $1.00. 


Just Out: 


PUCK’S ANNUAL 








Price, 25 Cents. 


DECKER 


BROTHERS:? 


PIANOS, 


33 UNION SQUARE, N. Y. 


Shaving Made Easy! 


“VROOM & FOWLER'S” SHAVING SOAP 


gives a quick, soft, lasting lather. Sent by mail on receipt o 
twenty cents. C. H. Rutherford, 
For SALE EvERYWHERE. 26 Liberty St., N. Y. 


COLUMBIA BICYCLE. 
It is what every boy wants, and -what every 


man ought to have. . . 
Send 3-cent stamp for catalogue and price- 


= \\ =) list to 5 
HISAR THE POPE M’F'G CO. 
AIS: 575 Washington St., Boston, Mass. 


THE BIGGEST THING OUT rene Book. 











AP 





Sent Free. 
NASON & CO., 111 Nassau St., N. Y 


30 DAYS’ TRIAL FREE 


We send free on 30 days’ trial Dr, Dye’s Electro-Vol- 
taic Belts and other Electric Appliances to those 
suffering from Nervous Debility and Kindred Troubles. 
Also for Rheumatism, Liver and Kidney Troubles, 
and many other diseases, Speedy cures guaranteed. II- 
lustrated Pamphlet free. Address 


VOLTAIC BELT CO., Marshall, Mich. 








BOKER'S BITTERS 


The Oldest and Best of all 
STOMACH BITTERS, 


AND AS FINE A CORDIAL AS EVER MADE.. 
To be had in Quarts and Pints. 
L. FUNKE, JR., Sole Manufacturer and Proprietor. 
78 John Street, New York. 


Plumber and Practical 
THOS b AILEY Sanitary Engineer 
e 10th Avenue, cor. 151st St., N.Y. 


$5 t $20 per day at home. Samples worth $5 free. 
0 Address Stinson & Co., Portland, Maine. 





























STERBROOK’S PEN 
ALL THE POPULAR STYLES, 





6s N° for a day, but for all Time.”’ 
The sale of “‘ ‘Lhe Nine Letter Puzz.le’”’ 








Toany suffering with Catarrh 
or Bronchitis who earnestly 
ief, | canfurnish a 


itive Cure. A Home Treatment. 





No charge for consultation by 
mail. Valuable Treatise Free. 
**His remedies are the outgrowth 
of his own experience; they are 
the only known means of per- 














Rev. TP. CHILDS, Troy, 0. 


$777: Year and expenses to agents. Outfit free. Address, 
P. O. VICKERY, Augusta, Me. 


AMERICAN 


Star Soft Capsules. 


CHEAPEST, QUICKEST, SUREST, BEST 
AND MOST RELIABLE SOFT CAPSULES. 
ENUINE ONLY IN 
Metallic Boxes, Star Stamped on Cover, with 
Blue Wrapper with Star Monogram. 
Victor E. Mauger & Petrie, 
110 Reade Street, New York. 


TAPE WORM. 


INFALLIBLY CURED with two spoons of medicine in two of 
three hours. For particulars address with stamp to 
H. EICKHORN No. 6 St. Marks Place, New York. 

















SPENCERIAN 


STEEL 
PENS. 





In 20 Numbers, of superior English make, suited to every style of writing. A Sample of 
each for trial, by mail, on reecipt of 25 Cemts. Ask your Stationer for the SPENCERIAN PENS. 
IVISON, BLAKEMAN, TAYLOR & CO., New York. 
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Known throughout tho 
World as the most 


wx PERFECT-FITTING 
-~ MADE. 

They give com- 

plete satisfaction, 

anh Sntere warranted 

TO WEAR TWICE 

AS LONG as or- 

dinary Corsets. 

They received tho 

highest award at 

P. BXPOSI- 

TION, WORLD’S 

FAIR in_ LON- 

DON, CENTEN- 

NIAL at PHILA- 

6 DELPHIA and 






AMERICAN _IN- 
STITUTE FAIR, 
PE. NEW YORK.»+ 
This cutis acorrect representation of our R H quality. 
If you cannot find this most desirable Corset where ane 
are accustomed to purchase, we will send it for NE 
DOLLAR, postage free. ‘The best value in the world for the 
money, ’Our celebrated G extra quality, $1.50. F crossed 
Bone, $2.25, Send for descriptive Catalogue of other Styles._ 
‘Also, sole manufacturers of “Wilsonia” Magnetic Cura- 
tive Corset, A Nerve Invigorator, Cures without medi- 
cine. Price, $12.00. Abdominal, $15.00. 
THOMSON, LANGDON & CO., New York. 


Nk DEBILITY, VITAL WEAKNESS 


Pv \ 4 














and PROSTRATION, from overwork, etc., is radi- 

cally and promptly cured by Humphreys’ Homceo- 

pathic Specific No. 28. Been in use 20 years, and is 

the most successful remedy known. Price $1 per vial, or 5 

vials and vail of powder for $5, sent post free on receipt of price. 
Humphreys’ Homeopathic Medicine Co. 

109 Fulton Street, New York. 


LADIES ONL gant Fringed Table Napkins; 1 


Autograph Album; 100 Album Verses; 5 Papers Assorted Needles; 
Specie Purse, and large Illustrated Family Story Paper 3 months, 
post paid, to any one who will cut this out and return to us with 
44 cents; this appears but once, 

MISCELLANY PUBLISHING CO., Boston, Mass. 


The Washington Life Ins. Co. 


The only Company that kceps Policies in force by Dividends. 
H, H. POGGENBURG, General Agent, 
163 BROADWAY, NEW YORK. 


e ° 
4 ¥ 
USEFUL FOR EVERYBODY 
Z — ——> 
= 





think, we will send 1 dozen Ele” 
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BOOK OF INSTRUCTIONS & PENS 


Sold for $1.50 at aff Stationers, os 


KEUFFEL & ESSER, 127 Fulton St. N.Y. 
Importers of Drawing Materials. 





50 Songs Word music 10cts. 
60 NEW MINSTREL SONGS l0cts. 
60 FAVORITE IRISH SONGS l0cts. 
60 POPULAR VABIETY SONGS ldcts. 
All Three Books 2écts. Every 
Song Full Words & Music, 
J. W. Pepper, Publisher, 


of 
Music & Dealer in Musical’In- 
struments, 8th and Locust Sts, 





[i] 
Philadelelphia, Pa. Catalogues Free. 





THE MOST 
Extensive Manufacturers of Billiard Tables in the World. 





M. Brunswick & Balke Co., 


S&S 
The J. 
No. 724 BROADWAY. 
NEWEST AND MOST ELEGANT STYLES. 
The unequalled ‘Monarch’ Cushions which we warrant for 10 years. 


Billiard Materials, Cloth, Balls, Cues, &c., 
OF OUR OWN MANUFACTURE AND IMPORTATION. 
THE J. M. BRUNSWICK & BALKE CoO., 
Cincinnati, a St. Louis and 
NEW YORK, 








50 wit 


t Genuine Chromo Cards, no two alike, 
name l0c. SNOW & CO., Meriden, Conn. 





JOSEPH GILLOTTS 


STEEL PENS 


SotoBr ALL DEALERS THRovuGHour ne WORLO, 
GOLD MEDAL PARIS EXPO SITION-1878, 


Bis Os 8 OS oe 
STEAM PAMPHLET & BOOK BINDER, 
No. 51 BEEKMAN STREET. 











MINING PRIMER. 


This is a Point. It is not Sharp like a Pencil 
Point. It is as Broad as It is Long. Where did 
we get the Point? It came from a Mining 
Broker’s office. Is it a Christmas present? 
Oh, yes, it is a Christmas present. If we Take 
the Point, what will it do? It will go through 
Us like a bad Story through a Boarding-House. 
What shall we do With the Point? Let us 
Copper the Point, Do Editors ever give Points? 
Yes; but you Must not Copper their Points, for 
of Such is the Kingdom of Heaven. 

What is This? This isa Smelter, What is a 
Smelter? It is a concern Which digests ore. 
Are Smelters Very Useful? That depends Con- 
siderably on the Mine. Some Mines do not 
Need Smelters; all They want is a Superintend- 
ent and a ‘lelegraph Line and a Man to hand 
Out Stock. IsaSmelter anything like a Smeller? 
Oh, no; you hit a Man on his Smeller, but you 
Cannot hit him on his Smelter, Do Editors 
have Smelters? Oh, yes; but they Could get 
along better Without them.—/ nancial and Min- 
ing News. 

Miss HorTENSE is working a Beautiful Piece 
of Embroidery. It is a Motto in Green and 
Gold, It asks, ‘‘What is Home Without a 
Mother??? When Miss Hortense gets it Done 
she will give it to her Beau, who tends a Dry- 
Goods Counter. You cannot see Miss Hor- 
tense’s Mother. She is in the Back Yard doing 
the Weekly Washing. By-and-by she will be 
Bringing in the Coal for the Parlor Stove, be- 
cause Miss Hortense’s Beau is Coming ‘To-night, 
Denver Tribune Primer. 


THE clergyman’s daughter kneeled down and 
prayed at a revival meeting with the ‘worst 
fellow in town’’ at Bedford, Indiana, and when 
she got home missed her gold watch, She would 
not believe he took it, but consented to go with 
a party of friends and hunt him up. ‘They found 
him still at his devotions under a tree. She re- 
fused to have him disturbed ; but a rude skeptic, 
rushing in where angels feared to tread, found 
him kneeling and in the act of burying the 
watch.— Detroit Free Press. 


WILDE is too goody-goody for a poet. If he 
would only get into a real fight with somebody; 
run off with some other fellow’s wife; get mixed 
up in a breach-of-promise case; have himself 
arrested for zsthetic intoxication—anything to 
show that he is a true poet, the men might 
begin to respect him.—Commercial Advertiser. 





Sick headache, nervous headache, neu- 
ralgia, nervousness, paralysis, dyspep- 
sia, sleeplessness, and brain diseases 
positively cured by Dr. Benson’s Celery 
and Chamomile Pills. They contain no 
opium, quinine, or other harmful drug. 
Sold by druggists. 


«AN ADVENTURE ON THE ICE.” 
A Complete Story. By ARTHUR Lor, 
Published in FicTIon No. XXIV. 


PIANOS. 
PREFERRED BY LEADING ARTISTS. 
Salesroom: 149—155 E, 14th Street, N. Y. 


Send one, two, three or five dol- 
lars for a retail box, by express, of 
the best Candies in the World, put up 
in handsome toxes. All strictly pure. 
Suitable for presents. Try it once. 


Address, C.F. GUNTHER, Confectioner, 
78 Madison St,, Chicago. 


Cc. WEIS, 


Manufacturer of 
Meerschaum Pipes, 
SMOKERS’ ARTICLES, &c., 
Wholesule and Retail. Repairing done. Circular free. 
399 Broadway, New York. 
Pactories : No. 69 Walker Street and Vienna. 

















First Prize Medal, 
Vienna, 1873. 








Av -ktoAgents. 810 Outfit Free. 
RIDEOUT & CO., 10 Barclay St., N. Y. 





ARION SOCIETY. 


GRAND MASQUERADE BALL 


MARDI GRAS 
Tuesday Evening, February 21, 


AT MADISON SQUARE GARDEN. 


TICKETS, admitting Gentleman and Lady, $5; Extra 

Ladies’ Tickets $2. Can be obtained at 

CONST. SCHMIDT, 33 Broad Str. 

OGDEN & KATZEN MAYER, 83 Liberty Str. 

C.M. VOM BAUR, 93 Greene Str. 

PALM & FECHTELER, 6 W. rgth Str. 

WILHELM & GRAFF, 1141—43 Broaaway. 

F. SPANGENBERG, 6 9 6th Ave. 

MICHAELIS & LINDEMAN, cor. Wall & Broad Strs. 

F. J. KALDENBERG, 125 Fulton Str. & 6 Astor House. 

GEO. HANFT, 795 Broadway. 

NETZEL & FRAMBACH, 1 Union Square. 

HANFT BROS, 224 Fifth Ave. 

GEO. EHRET, gad S'r. & ad Ave. 

C. AM ENDE, 268 Washington Str., Hoboken, N. J. 

CHAS. GIEBEL, 160 Fulton Str., Brooklyn. F 


WITH 


FIVE DOLLARS 


YOu CAN BUY A WHOLE 


Imperial Austrian 100 Florins 
COVERNMENT BOND, 


Issued in 1864: 


Which bonds are issued ond secured by the Government, and are 
redeemed in drawings 


FOUR TIMES ANNUALLY, 


Until each and every bond is drawn w'th a larger or small :r pre- 
mium, Every bond must draw a Prize, as there are NO BLANKS, 
THE THREE HIGHEST PRIZES AMOUNT TO 


200,000 Florins, 20,000 Florins, 15,000 Florins, 


And bonds not drawing one of the above prizes must draw a 
Premium of not less than 


200 FLORINS. 
The next drawing takes place on the 


Ist of MARCH, 1882, 


and every bond bought of us on or before the 1st of March is 

entitled to the whole premium that may be drawn thereon on 

that date. Out-of-town orders sent in Registered Letters and in- 

closing $5, will secure one of these bonds for the next drawing. 
For orders, circulars, or any other information, address, 


INTERNATIONAL BANKING CO., 


150 Broadway, New York City. 
ESTABLISHED SINCE 1874. 


wa The above Government Bonds are not to be compared with 
any Lottery whatsoever, and do not conflict with any of the laws 
of the United States. 

N.B.—In writing, please state that you saw this in the English 


CHAMPLIN’S 
LIQUID PEARL 


Some of its Leading Excellences: 


IT IS A fragrant and exquisite cosmetic, 











Beautifying, and benefits the complexion. 
Not injurious to the most sensitive skin. 
A most reliable article for the toilet. 


Sold by all druggists. 50 cents per bottle. Beware of imitations. 


CHAMPLIN & CO.. Props., Buffalo, N. Y. 
Print. 





> Your Own Cards, Labels, &Ce 

¥ PreSs $3, Larger size $8. 
13 other sizes. For business, pleasure, old or 
young. Everything easy by printed instruc- 
tions. Send two stamps for Catalogue of 
Presses, Type, Cards, &c., to the factory 


iT Kelsey & Co., Meriden, Conn, 


TENT COVER 


FILING PUCK. 






SelfInker $4 





They are simple, strong and easily used. 
Preserve the papers perfectly, as mo holes are 
punched through them. 

Will always lie open, even when full. Allow 
any paper on file to be taken off without dis- 
turbing the rest. 

Will be mailed to any part of the United 
States and Canada upon receipt of $1.30. 


KEPPLER & SCHWARZMANN, 


Publishers of Puck and FIcTIoN, 
21, 23 & 25 Warren St., N. Y. 




















LET THEM HAVE IT ALL, AND BE DONE WITH IT! 


OFFICE OF "PUCK"23 WARREN ST.NEW YORK. 


MAYER, MERKEL & OTTMANN, LITH. 23-25 WARREN ST..NY. 





